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ello Children, 


We are delighted that so many of you 
enjoyed our first issue. We have had many 
queries about subscriptions. You can turn to 
page 17 for your Subscription Order Form. 

Perhaps some of you noticed the words 
which appear at the top of this page. William 
Canton! was born in England in 1846 but spent. much 
of his life in America, He wrote about children, 
with great tenderness and understanding. 
We have chosen these words to remind our- 
selves that Gokulam 1s devoted to the service 
of children, whom Canton has described so 
well. 

Suggestions and contributions are most 
welcome, We look forward to hearing from 
you. 





‘With love, 


SK faliup 


sed + Honorary Bator. 








[lle vilage in Gujarat ued 
a poor farmer called Kalia, He 
tended a small vegetable garden 
near his hut and made his living by 
selling the vegetables. 


One night, he hada dream while 


he slept. In his dream, a magician 
appeared 

“Go to your garden tomorrow. 
‘There is a surprise awaiting you". 
he seemed to say. Kalia went to 
his garden early next morning and 
eagerly looked around, He was 
disappointed to find nothing un: 
usual. Suddenly he heard someone 
laugh loudly. When he turned 


ne 


around only an ordinary white 
pumpkin could be seen. Then the 
pumpkin spoke to him | 

“Don't you recognize me, 
farmer?" itasked, “Did no one tell 
you about me ?" 

Kalia went near the pumpkin and 
said, “O you're only a pumpkin. 
‘Of what use are you tome? Tcan 
hardly get five rupees for you in 
the market. I wanted to be rich” 


ei 






No sooner were the words out 
of his mouth, than the pumpkin 
flew up and gave him two hard 
knocks on his head, Kalia rubbed 
his head, shocked by the sudden 
assault. "Don’t you dare call me a 


we 





pumpkin again,” said the pumpain 
angrily, [will excuse you this time 
since you are the magician's favour 
ed one, You take me home and 
twist my stem everyday and I will 
give you fifty gold coins. Then you 
can live happily ever afterwards" 
Kalia was overjoyed. “I will do 
justas you say...” Hewasjustgoing 
to add the word pumpkin, but 
remembered in time that it was a 


forbidden word. The lump on his 
head was stil hurting ! 

He took the pumpkin home and 
related the whole story to his wife 
Then he twisted the stem of the| 

uumpkin and there were real ity 
gold coins inside just as the pump- 
kin had said there would be ! 

In time, the King of the land, 
came to hear of this. He ordered 
the soldiers to go and fetch the 
magic pumpkin. The pumpkin was} 
brought to his court. "This looks 
just like an ordinary pumpkin. 
can't believe that it gives you fifty 
gold coins everyday !" exclaimed. 
the King. 

No sooner had the King uttered 
the word ‘pumpkin’, the pumpkin 
flew up and started raining blows, 
on the King’s head. All the King's 
menran hither and thithertocatch. 
the pumpkin, But they were also 
knocked on the head. Kalia stood 
calmly watching all the rumpus. A\ 
desperate and frightened King 
pleaded with Kalia to contro! his| 
pumpkin. 

“But My Lord ! You wanted it. 
So you will have to put up with it” 
said Kalio, 

The King pleaded for mercy. “I 
won't be greedy", he: promised, 
"So please take your property back”, 

Kalia then spoke lovingly to the 
pumpkin, "Come, my pet, Enough 
of this, Let us go home". ‘The 
pumpkin stopped knocking people 
about and obediently followed Kalla 
back to his home. All the King's 
men stared after them in astonish: 
‘ment, as they ruefully rubbed their 
battered heads ! 











ADhittand his parents ved in a 
arge house in a quiet part of 
Delhi, Abhijis father was a rich 
man, Abhijit wasan only child, and 
he was rather spoilt 

‘One day, while Abhijit wassitting 
inthe front verandah of theirhouse, 
an old man came up to the gate 
‘and called out, “Is yourfather home. 
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‘father washaving break: 
fast. Abhijit took one look the old 
man. His hair, was dishevelled, his 
clothes seemed old and worn and 
he had an old bag slung over his 
shoulder, Abhijitwas sure he was a 
beggar. He didn’t want to put his 
father {o any trouble. 

So, he tried to chase the old man 
away, "My father'snotin town”. he 
lied 

But the old man was unruffled. 
“Then please call your mother. 
Tell her Manjunath has come” 

Abhijit was ritated. “My mother 
has also gone out. Why can't you 
go away when Lask you togo?”.he 
shouted 

On hearing the commotion. 





Abhiji’s father came out “What's “ 


going on here 2" he asked. His 
ees fell on the old man standing at 
the gate. He ran to him crying. 
“Oh ! What a pleasure to see you. 
Manjunath kaka. But why are you 
standing outside ? Please come in 
Heled the old maninto the house. 
‘Abhijit couldn't understand why 
his father was giving so much im 
portance to an old beggar. He 





followed them inside the house, 
bewildered 

‘Abhijit’s father bade the old man 
sitona sofa.and then called out to 
his wife. "Kamala, look who has 
come to our house”, She came 
and welcomed the old man with 
folded hands. ."Its ages since we 
saw you, sir. Let meget you some- 
thing cold to drink frst.” 

“This is Abhijit, my only son, He 
{s studying in the eighth standard” 
said Abhijt’s father. He then turned 
toAbhijtand asked, "Doyou know 
who this gentleman is 2° Abhijit 
‘was rather frightened. This was 
someone who was very important. 
‘What had he done? He had made 
a great mistake 

His father continued, smilingly. 
‘Your grandfather died, when 
Iwas a small boy. My family was 
poor and there was no money even 
to send me to school. This gentle- 
‘man, whowas our neighbour, help- 
ed usa great deal. He sent me to 
school. [will ahvays remain grateful 
to him.” Abhijit felt even worse. 
He turned shamefacedly to the old 
man and wes about to apologize. 
Mr, Manjunath realized what Abhijit 
‘was going todo. He held the boy's 
shoulders. “You studyin the eighth 
standard. | thought you were 
younger. Appearances can be 
deceptivenever judge a book byits 
cover they say," he said and winked. 


Abhijit blushed. What a sport 
Mr. Manjunath was, He smiled 
back at the old man “I'll try never 
to do so, sit” he said. 
—Translated by 


Meera Ramakrishnan 





want to be a butterfly, 
So that I can fly. 

‘And be as soft as silk, 

In colours red, green and pink. 

The butterfly is so free, 

But has no sting like the bee, 

Like the locust It doesn't destroy, 

But is God's messenger of joy. 

It gladdens all hearts, 

From the moment it arrives til it departs. 
So let us all be butterflies, 

Gentle and sweet without any war cries ! 








‘Swathi Sundar Raj, aged’ 








* We were delighted to 
read the frst issue of the 
English edition of, 
Gokulam. The question 
and answer section on 
Semantics was very useful 
Ms Kamakshi Sundar de- 
serves congratulations for 


her interesting article — 
‘The Tongue’s Tale. You 
could have published a 
brief note about 
‘Hemingwey,whosepicture 
appears in the inside 
‘cover. Awaiting the next 


issue. 

Palai Ashok, 

Trichy. 

* Every page _gliters 

‘Thanks to your authors 

and editorial group for 

bringing out Gokulam in 
English. 

‘A Rajappan, 

Korumathampatt 


+ My brother and | en- 
joyed Gokulam (Vol 1, 
No. 1) However we feel 3 
table of contents for easy 
reference is necessary, 
Reshma Maller (aged 10) 
Bangalore. 


* [liked your magazine. 
‘the stort, poems and 





articles were excellent. 

Do publish some contests 
and competitions. 

‘Your new reader, 

Meena, 

Ponner 


* Pages relating to yawn: 
ing, and tears in the eyes 
‘because of onions are ex 
cellent, Help !He's Drow. 
hing | and The Water 
Babies are also praise: 
worthy, 
N. Sethuraman, 
‘New Delhi 


* Thoughindianinnature 
English Gokulam gene 
ously appreciates universal 
English. lenjoyed the ride 
to Grammatland and the 
piece entitled My School 
was admirably writen, 
Kasthuri V., 
Madras. 


* Itgivesmegreatpleasure 
tosee'Gokulam'in English, 
‘The story of Guru Nanak 
deserves special mention 
Thave already started to 
present copies of the 
‘magazine to my relatives, 
V. Narayanaswamy, 
Madras. 












* To be religious is tobe 
humane. The pictorial 
story on Guru Nanak is 
timely, when one considers 
the fact that violence casts 
its shadow on our lives 
The feature devoted to 
Grammar usually viewed 
with a grimace by students 
's delightful, encapsuled 
Inthe form of a story 
R. Manikandan, 
Madras. 


* From the cover page 
onwards it was “Roses, 
‘roses, all the way.” Conga 
tulationsto all concerned. 
May he magne flour 

Madras. 





* cThe lay-out and colours 
and the bold letters to sult 
the children make your 

first issue attractive 
* Oh! Those childhood 
days.. is an apt tribute to 
Kalki a great writer known 
forhishumourandscholar 
ship. A page for parents, 
devoted to the practical 
problems of bringing up 
children couldbe inchided. 
N. Chandrasekaran, 
Bangalore. 








This month we bring you the story of the boyhood days 
of Chakravarti Rajagopalachari or Rajaii 


of our 











tho was popularly 
statesman and a 


southern general. Succeeding Lord Mountbat 
Governor-General, the first Indian head of 

Rojaji lived ninety-four long years. Ho 
‘sag0's role, He counselled our nation with the writ 
‘spoken word. We hope the story of his childhood will inspire 









all of you. 








Meni pop Shaeeavan 
Venkatarya, popularly known 
as Chakravarti Iyengar, was the 
munsiff of Thorapall,a picturesque 
village in the North-western comer 
of Salem District. We were Tamil: 


speaking Vaishnavaites, worshippers 
of Vishnu. 

Twas born on the 10th of 
December 1878, the youngest of 
three boys. My parents called me 
Rajan. 
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Tall, strongly built and light 
skinned, my father walked with a 
proud bearing, His head was shaven 
clean saving onlya tuftat the back! 
Each morning he would mark his 
forehead with the ‘namam’ — a 
red vertical line within a white ‘U" 
To those facing him, his curled lip 
seemed to demand obedience. 

My father was always beautifully 
dressed, He wore a dhoti in the 
traditional style, A white cotton 
scarf with a red border, draped his 
chest. He would wear a shaw! if it 
was cold. Brahmins considered 
leather unclean and would wear 
wooden sandals when they went 
out, or go barefoot, My father used 
leatherchappals, which was unusual 

When | was born, South India 
‘was recovering from famine and 
floods, The monsoon of 1878 had 
brought the finest crop seen in the 
district, After many years there 
was prosperity in the village. Thora 
pall’s red earth produced rice and 
ragi, coconut and mango. F 

“Thorapalli was an attractive village 




















The climate was dry. A slender 
and shallow stream called the 
Thenpennai flowed by. The sun 
light would play on the clouds and 
the low hills. The houses were on. 
arocky terrain that sloped steeply 

Our house was on the higher 
slopes. It was quite a humble one. 
The walls and floor were made of 
mud, and the roof, of bamboo and 
tiles. We lived and slept in a large 
central room, with an opening in 
the roof to let the light in, There 
was a kitchen and a bathing area 
and small storeroom, 

I went to the village ‘school 
Often I would play marbles on the 
sandy patches beside the stream. 
A tamarind tree was my favourite 
hideout, I would climb itand pluck 
the ripe pods, and burst them open 
to eat the sweetsour tamarind 
within 

Once a wandering mendicant 
came to our village. He was playing 
‘a strange looking instrument. | 
was eager to try my hand at playing 
it, | persuaded my father to buy it 
for me. 


My aunt would hang the clothes 
todryonaline, Once I set ire toa 
cloth on the line. As! watched the 
leaping flames I called my aunt to 
share in the entertainment, She 
was not amused. She came at 
‘once and put out the fire. 

| would often help my, mother 
Singaramma, and my aunts with 
their chores. When’ my mother 
‘went down the slope to the stream 
to fetch water, [would runalongby 
her side, She would regale me 
with wonderful stories, As | grew 
older, she gave me many practical 
tips. One that I shall never forget 
was that a ladder should never be 
placed too steeply against the wall 
Itmustbe placed ata stable angle 

My father was a natural leader. 
When I was four, he was named 
the munsiff of Hosur. It was an 
important promotion for him. 
Hosur was less than six miles from 
‘Thorapalli, We moved there by 
bullock cart 

As the Hosur munsiff, my father 
collected land tax, wrote reports 
for the district officials and settled 





disputes, He eared a monthly 
salary of five rupees, We were not 
wealthy, but many British officials 
would come to our house. My 
father would accompany them in 
their horse carriages and would 
offer them his advice, My father 
spoke no English, so the officials, 
used an interpreter to speak with 
him 

‘At Hosur, I went to the Govern- 
ment School, In the classroom, 
the black board was a blur in the 
distance, | could never see what 
the teacher wrote on the black- 
board. I suffered from acute short 
sight. | asked my father for spec- 
tacles, but he refused. No-one 
under the age of forty-five wore 
glasses in Hosur. He thought that 
my desire fora pair was just vanity. 

1 was rather small for my age — 
thin faced and eagle-nosed. Defect- 
ive eyes made games difficult too. 
Tnever learnt to swim, but surpri- 
singly mastered a few holds in 
wrestling! had an unusual instruc- 
tor — a Muslim who was devoted 
to Hanuman, About a mile from 


my house was a rock-carved 
Hanuman, Myinstructorand often 
visited it together. He was very 
fond of me. While teaching, he 
would tell me to stand by him and 
watch the others, 

Iwas not a very diligent student. 
I loved to play truant. | would 
scout the fields and watch the rice 
grow. Iwould observe the ways of 
the peasants and their cattle. Even 
much later in life, a handful of rice 
always reminded me of the peasants 
‘who brought the grains into exis- 
tence. 

Hosur offered nothing after 
‘middle’ school. However Banga- 
lore was nearby. My father had 
saved for my education, So it was 
that I joined Central College in 
Bangalore — an eleven year old 
village boy thrust into a city of 
palaces and gardens, commerce 
and learning. | lived in a hostel in 
Chickpet. [still wore my hair long 
inthe Brahmin style, I missed my 


mother terribly and yearned for her. 
“Two years later | took my matri- 
culation exams. | was thirteen, 

About this time, my father under- 
stood my problem. I gotmy glasses. 
My life was transformed. [hadn't 
quite known until then what green 
was, Itwasa marvellous experience 
to see the stars — not just as a 
vague mist of light but with points 
and corners, It was wonderful to 
wake up in the moming and see 
the shapes of the leaves on the 
trees. 

My thirteenth year was an impor- 
tant one. had always admired 
Navaratna Rama Rao. He was a 
Maharashtrian and two years older 
than me (but junior to me at 
Central), He was intelligent and so 
familiar with English literature. 1 
‘was too shy toapproach him directly 
and left a letter in his room asking 
for his friendship. 

‘This was the beginning of a long 
friendship which was to last nearly 





seventy years. Our friendship was 
an astonishment to our college 
mates but they tolerated it and 
gathered round both of us. Rama 
Rao often read to me. He was the 
greater connoisseur’ of us two. 
We laughed together and often 
talked metaphysics. 

Our favourite professor was John 
Guthrie Tait — a Scotsman. He 
taught us to know and love litera 
ture. He became our beau-ideal* 
of what was good and brave and 
noble in man, The money my father 
provided wasn't enough to meet 
myexpenses. A college scholarship 
provided a bit. The rest was met 





‘a person with good judgement on 
‘matters in which taste is needed. 
a person worthy of admiration, 
whom one would like to copy. 





cout of my professor's pocket. He 
liked ussomuch thatwewere offered 
a cubicle within the college grounds 
for lodging, a rare privilege ! 
Often we used to spend part of the 
night Iying on the lawn under the 
star - spangled or moonlit sky, in 
grave or merry talk, tll the clock 
‘wamed us in solemn tones of the 
midnight hour. One night we slept 
in the open — to be accessible to 
whatever other spirits might be 
abroad — and though there was 
no response to our invitation, the 
cold night breeze made mock of 
our thin blankets. We vowed we 
liked it but we didn't do it again ! 
Inthe classroom, Euclid (as geo 
metry was known in those days !) 
was my favourite subject. I had a 
good memory and had leamt a 
great many mathematical short 


cuts, John Cook who was the 
Principal of our college, also taught 
us Physics, Through him, I found 
a living interest in science. He was 
a hot-tempered, but well-meaning 
man. He often tried to draw me 
into a career in science. Despite 
my interest 1 would refuse. He 
would become enraged. ‘You 
rascal !You humbug! You rogue!” 
he would shout. 

Rama Rao was a fanatic for 
sports. [tried to acquire an interest 
inthem for his sake, We knew and 
loved everything in the college from 
the lawn and the cricket fleld to 
the venerable trees which bounded 
them... to the austere red college 
building with the giant clock tower 
keeping watch over it. 

Twrote my B.A, Examination in 
Madras inthreebranches, of English, 
Science and Tamil. (Central College 
‘was affiliated to Madras University 
at that time). Studying for exams 
went against the grain, To Principal 
Cook's disgust I left everything to 
the last minute. I sat up most of 








Gime 
the night in a lodging house to 


swot up facts for the Physics papers, 
the following day, until my father 
who was with me ordered me to 
bed. 

‘When the results were published, 
Thad scored high marks in Statistics 
but a zero in Dynamics, | had 
passed Science in the second divi- 
sion. In English, l was declared the 
fifth in the University, but | had 
failed my Tamil. Despite this | was 
declarad agradute, Iwas seventeen. 

Twas introduced to literature by 
John Guthrie Tait, and by literature 
toliberty, Neither my teacher nor! 
were aware that this seed would 
{grow into the thom of revolt” in 
me, And so I grew into manhood 
My life took a fresh turn, Early in 
the year 1896, I,Jeft for Madras. | 
had decided to study law. 

+ Rajall was soon tobe actively 
involved inthe struggle for 


WwW hether Madhas liked it or not, 
his son Vijay seemed destined 
to follow in his footsteps. For a first 
class cricketer, Madhav had little 
to show by way of evidence of his 
playing days: in facthe had carefully 
removed all reminders of his cricket 
ing past from his home — no tell 
tale photographs, mementoes or 
trophies adorned it. When Vijay 
‘was bom, Madhav had tumed thirty, 
and by the time he joined school, 
he had already played his last Ranji 
Trophy match. Madhav had been 
awonderfully talented allrounder, 





unlucky not to represent his country, 
though he came pretty close to it 

Soitwasthat Madhav, no stranger 
to the hardships and heartbreaks 
of a professional sportsman, took 
a decision in consultation with his 
wife Jyoti, that they would not 
actively encourage any ideas of 
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competitive sport in their son. 
However, they would not stand in 
his way if he was eager to pursue a 
game and had the talent for it, 
Fate had different ideas, Despite 
his modesty, Madhav could not 
prevent Vijay from learning of his 
exploits, In thelr small town, he 
was quite a celebrity. At school 
and elsewhere, Vijay was constantly 
told what a fine cricketer his father 
had been, whata perféct gentleman 
on the field and off it. Inspired by 
the adulation showered on his 
father, the boy took to cricket 
like fish to water. 
‘Vijay was thirteen now, slim and 
wiry, but capable of belting the ball 
really hard, throwing in accurately 
from the deep, and bowlinga lively 
fast medium, Deceptively strong 
‘and energetic for one so slightly 
built, the youngster promised tobe 
as good an all-rounder as Madhav. 
Everytime Jyoti watched him in 
action, she experienced waves of 
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nostalgic memories, so much did 
he resemble his father in his heyday, 
in everything he did. 

To Madhav and his friends too, 
the resemblance in cricketing style 
seemed uncanny, the litle twirl of 
the bat before taking strike, the tug 





at the cap and the perfect balance 
at the creage, no tap-taptap like 
other batsman. 


Today as Maha turned ito 
the stadium at the nearby District 
Headquarters, the match had been 
in progress for nearly two hours — 
itwas almost lunch now. Itwas an 
important occasion for Vijay, who 
was representing his district in the 
final of the under - fifteen tourna 
ment, Atthe end of the match, the 
state under: fifteen team was tobe 
announced. 

Madhav could not suppress his 
mounting tension as he entered 
the pavilion. During his own career, 
he had rarely felt so miserable with 
nervousness, By the time a wicket 
fell and Vijay walked out with five 
minutes to go for lunch, Madhav 
was quite overcome with anxiety 
{or his son. 

Though Vijay had done quite 
creditably in the preliminary match- 


es hehad to perform extraordinarily 
in this game, pethaps score a 
hundred, to merit inclusion in the 
state squad, His relative youth 
meant that the other under-fiteens 
|were more experienced, bigger and 
stronger, At the same time, the 
seleciors were watching him quite 
keenly as much because of his 
pedigree as because of his obvious 
talent, A century today, and who 
knew what the future might have 
in store for Vijay ? 


Lunches spent in suspense os 
Vijay was unbeaten after facing 
just one over, As the players came 
‘out after the break, Madhav relaxed 
considerably, thanks mainly to the 
cheerful company of an old friend 
and fellowericketer, Rameswar Rao. 
Rao had played much of his cricket 
during Madhav's time, often forthe 
same club, The two friends had 
been colleagues in the state team 
fora decade and retired atthe same 





time. Their friendship had conti- 
nued beyond their cricketing years, 
cemented by a firm bond of com 
panionship and mutual respect. 

Soon Vijay burst into a flurry of 
thrilling strokes, He was timing 
them beautifully. The quick bowlers 
were operating and Vijay had always 
been partial to fast bowling, He 
loved to counter-attack 

As the thirteen-year-old drove, 
pulled and hooked bowling that 
was faster than any he had faced 
before, the small crowd roared its 
approval, for Vijay was noticeably 
smaller than his opponents, None 
was more delighted than Rameswar 
Rao. “Chip of the old block’, he 
kept repeating, when Vijay played 
some of Madhav's own favourite 
shots, 

Within half an hour, Vijay had 
made thirty-eight runs and now 
looked set for a big score. To 
Madhav, the man who had not 
wanted his son to play circket in 
the first place, the thought came 
now, that Vijay could well sway the 
selectors in his favour today, though 
the competition for a place in the 
middle order was quite intense 
Would he do it? Suddenly there 
was a hush as one ball, bowled just 
short of a length, lifted and seared 


away just as Vijay tried to withdraw 
his bat, There was an appeal and 

dhav caught himself praying, 
“I'm sure he didn't play it, God. 
please give him a chance tomakea 
hundred, surely that was not a 
catch!" All that passed through his 
mind ina flash, even as the umpire 
‘was taking his time over the deci 
sion. In fact he was quite unmoved 
ty the appeal — he obviously 
thought Vijay did not play the ball, 





And only then did Madhav notice 
Vijay walking towards the pavilion, 
not waiting for the umpire, erect 
and dignified, no emotion on his 
face. Madhav’s disappointment 
slowly gave way to pride as he 
realised his little boy had acted like 
a man, He had probably thrown. 
away his chance to get into the 
state team but Vijay proved to be 
a ‘walker’, a batsman who gave 
himself out when he knew he was 
‘out, not waiting for the umpire’s 
verdict, Madhav had been a walker’ 
in his time; even when he was 
struggling for runs during a bad 
patch,he would ‘walk’ rather than 
take advantage of an umpiring 
judgement. “Chip of the old 
block indeed” shouted Rao and 
suddenly Madhav was fighting tears. 
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[ivas Tuesday. Grammar class 

again | Ms. Padma entered the 
dlass-room, and all the children 
stood up to wish her, “Good morn: 
ing, Ms. Padma,” they chorused 





Theyallwished the grammar lesson 
was over before it had started 

“In the last class we learnt all 
about nouns,” said Ms. Padma. 
“Now, can anyone tell me what 
noun is 

There was dead silence in the 
class room. Ichibo looked out of 
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the window, admiring the magpie 
robin which sat on the tree, just 
beneath the sill. The teacher singled, 
her out, “Suchitra ! You answer,” 
she said. 

Ichibo had not been paying atten 
tion, She hadn'theard the question 
atall, Amar whowas seated beside 
her whispered “Noun......a noun!” 
‘To everyone's astonishment Ichibo 
began to sing — 

“Grammar is so easy, 
If you learn to sing, 
A noun is the name 
Ofa person, place or thing.” 

All faces turned to Ichibo. The 

teacher was amazed, The child 
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had a very sweet voice anda perfect 
sense of rhythm, She continued 
as if ina trance 

“Nouns are common 

Or Proper you see, 

Abstract or collective, 

‘As the case may be.” 

All the children laughed, and 
clapped loudly as Ichibo finished 
the little song. None of them looked 
bored anymore. They were all alert. 

Ms, Padma was not pleased with 


the uproar. “Order ! Order !" she 
said, “I'll teach you adjectives 
today...” Slowly the class became 


silent, dull and listless again. 


‘Amarand Ichibo looked ateach _ “Is that an Adjective ?” asked 
other, The strangerhad told them Amar pointing to a little fellow 
that they could gotoGrammarland dressed in green holding hands with 
whenever they wished. All they a Noun, 
had to do was to close their eyes “Nouns and Adjectives are good 
and wish... friends. They always go hand in 

ou tookso long to come,” said hand. If there were no Adjectives, 
Yi stranger. “Our teacher language would be very dull,” said 
delayed us,” said Ichibo. "She the stranger. “Here's the Adjective , 
asked us whata nounwas, and she of Quality,” he said beckoning toa 
wasn't very pleased when | sang fellow in green, who was standing 
her the answer.” nearby, “Nouns like town, car or 

The stranger laughed. “Never book maybe described as big, grey 
mind Ichibo ! You knew, didn’t and interesting. Adjectives usually 
you?" Ichibo nodded, "Well that’s go before Nouns and tell us about 
what counts," he said, “I'm going them, Adjectives describe Nouns.” 
to take you to the House of said the stranger. 
as cipahian apoe Demonstrative Adjective, came 

And so following their friend, th Jective, cam 
walked thtoughGrammarland unt uPjustthen, and introduced hime 
at last they came to the House of "Hello!" he said “I'm Demonstra- 
Adjectives. tive Adjective. 1 demonstrate the 





Noun. This git, that tree, these 
apples. 

Distribute Adjective came for- 
ward and introduced himself. Each, 
everyone, every, everybody — these 
belong to me M he said. 

The Adjective of Quality took 
‘Amar and Ichibo aside. “I'd like to 
tell you about comparisons,” he 
said “Ihave three degrees, Positive, 
Comparitive and Superlative, like 
dark, darker and darkest.” 

“can think of a few more,” said 
Ichibo. “Heavy, heavier, heaviest, 
and clean, cleaner, cleanest, and 
dirty, dirtier, dirtiest, and bad, 
badd 


“No, no, no Ichibo ! You can't 
do that every time, Sometimes I'm. 
irregular, too !” said the Adjective 





Quality. 
“Why, what do you mean ?” 
asked Ichibo, opening her eyes 
wide. “I don't understand,” 
“Why, stupid — don’t you know 
youcan't saybad, badder, baddest? 
‘You ought o say bad, worse, worst! 
Isn't that right ?” asked Amar turn- 
ing to the of Quality. 
“Yes, Amar ! You are right but 
Iehibo. It 


you mustn't make fun of | 
is rather confusing.” 

Ichibo thought hard. “I know 
what irregular means. Little, less, 
least is irregular isn't it 7” The 


Adjective of Quality nodded. 
“Listen to this thyme,” said Amar 
excitedly — 
Never let them rest, 
Till your good is better 
And your better, best." 
“Yes, Amar" laughed the Adject- 
ive of Quality that's imegular!“You 
usually use as — as, than, and one 
of the,to indicate comparisons.” 
““As clean as, cleaner than, one 
of the cleanest "said Amar. 


“As cute as, cuter than, one of 
the cutest "said Ichibo. 
Itwas getting rather late. Amar 
‘and Ichibo had to be back before 
. the bell rang: They closed their 
eyes and made it just in time. 


Te: ‘evening Ichibo went home 
to her mother, "Amma, I'm a 
hungry, ravenous, git I want a 
tasty, toothsome and yummymeal!” 


Ichibo’s mother looked at her, 
rather surprised. What was this 
mischievous dat ‘of hers upto?" 
Of course, she did not know of 
Ichibo’s meeting with Adjectives or 
her visit to Grammarland ! 
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ow wonderful "shouted 
Prakash, He clapped his hands 
and jumped up and down, with 


excitement. His father had just 
received a letter from his brother in 
Bombay inviting Prakash to spend 
the summer holidays with his family, 
Prakash's uncle lived in a lovely flat 
in Bombay. It was on the fifth 
floor of a very tall building. 

Prakash lived with his parents in 
Tanjore, He had never been to 
Bombay before. He was very excited. 
He had always wanted to visit the 
‘great city, and see all the places he 
had only ead about. How wonderful 
it would be to see the Gateway of 
India, and go on a fast motor boat 
to the Elephanta Caves! He could 
play with his cousins Hari and Arun 
too, 

“When can I start, Appa ? I want 





to leave at once!” he said. “Not so 
fast, my son,” said Appa, “It isn't 
that easy, After all you are only ten 
years old. I can't send you on such 
a long journey without a proper 
escort. Let me write to my sister in 
Madras. If any of their friends are 
going to Bombay, you can travel 
‘with them.” 

But Prakash didn't want to wait. 
“Please Appa” he begged. “am a 
‘grown up boy now. [can look after 
myself quite well. I don't need an 
escort. | want to go on my own. 
Haver't I been to Madras alone? It 
you'll send methere firs, I'llfind my 
‘way to Bombay.” 

Prakash's father finally gave in to 
fis son’s demands, and put him on 
the train to Madras. Prakash was 
wild with joy. “I'm on my own and 
‘on my way to Bombay !" 
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The next day, Prakash arrived in 
Madras. His aunt and cousins were 
very pleased to see him. Soon after 
lunch Prakash told his cousins that 
he must be off to Bombay soon, His 
eldest cousin Nagesh, tried his best 
to reason with the boy, but Prakash 
was adamant. Finally Nagesh bought 
his cousin a ticket to Bombay. “Be 
sure to ask your Periappa to send 
mea telegram as soon as you reach 
Bombay safely.” he called as the 
train chugged out of the station, 

Prakash enjoyed every moment 
of his train journey, Hewatched the 
beautiful landscape asit rushed past. 
“That night he curled up on the upper 
berth and fell asleep listening to the 
sound of the train, 


Tre next day the train came to a 

halt at a huge station. Prakash 
got off with aslight feeling of appre 
hension. Where was hisuncle? The 
stationseemedan ocean ofhumanity 
People were rushing here and there. 
Prakash didn't know where to go. A 
porter approached him and said 





something in Hindi, Prakash who 
knew no Hindi could only blink at 
him foolishly. Prakash stood on the 
platform looking forlorn, He fought 
back the tears that threatened to 
flow. Just then astrange gentleman 
approached and asked gently, 
“Hasn't anyone come to receive 
you, my boy ?_ Where are you 
supposed to go ?” Prakash thank- 
fullytoldthethe kind gentleman 
his uncle had not come to fetch 
him, “Well your uncle's house is 
‘on my way. | can drop you off 
there if you like,” replied the 
stranger. 

Prakash happily got into the front 
seat, beside his new friend. He 
drank in the sights of Bombay, with 
its towering skyscrapers, teeming 
population and snarling traffic ! 
Soon the car stopped in front of a 
house. 


“This can’t be my uncle's house.” 
said Prakash in fright. “I know it 
has five floors.” This house had 
just two !"''m sorry Prakash. This 
isn’t your uncle's house, I don't 
even know your uncle. When I saw 
{you at the station, looking lost and. 
fonely I thought 'd bring you home 
and bring you up as my own son. 
My wife and | don't have any 
children,” said the stranger. “Why 
don't you go inside and have 
lunch?” Hle gently pushed Prakash 
into the house. The lady of the 
house was also kind, “Have a bath 
while I get everything ready,” she 
said, "You must be tired after your 
Jong journey." . 

Prakash found his voice, He 
pleaded with the kindly gentleman 
and his wife, “Please take me to 




















_ Ze 
my unele’s house. I don't want to fortingly on the back. “It's okay 
stay here.” now. I'm here.” he said. This 


But Prakash's abductors were 
very firm. After he had eaten his 
filthey locked him into alittle room 
Prakash lay down on the bed. He 
felt choked with sorrow. Everyone 
warned me. Oh, only if had waited 
for someone to escort me !" he 
thought. He was so tired he fell 
asleep, 
W en Prakash woke up. it wos 
dark outside. The door open: 
ed and who should he see ! Yes, it 
was his beloved Periappa. He even 
pinched himself to make sure he 
wasn't dreaming. “Periappa,” he 
yelled. He got off the bed and ran 
to hug his uncle tight. He was 
sobbing with relief. “Periappa, | 
was kidnapped '" he cried. The 
whole story was told 
Periappa patted Prakash com 












gentleman is just a good friend of 
mine. asked him to pretend that 
he was going to keep you forever, 
so that you would realise how 
dangerous it is for a small boy to 
travel alone to a strange city. | 
didn't mean to be away so long, 
explained Periappa 

The chastened Prakash smiled 
through his tears. “I've really learnt 
my lesson, periappa,” he said 
Prakash and his uncle took leave 
of the kind couple, “Visit us som 
other time, Prakash,” said his uncle's 
friend. “We promise not to keep 
you for ever,” Everyone laughed. 


Prakash was delighted that his 
dreams of a happy holiday in 
Bombay had finally come true 


— Translated by 
Meera Ramakrishnan 
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As usual the 


for a treat, 





greedy man 
realized what 
hhad happened, 


he began 
to waill 


‘don'thaveanything 
children crowded to give you to day! 


‘round the clown 




























Dadi here is a Magic Ring, 
stole it from a circus clown 


The very next moment all 

his riches, his house and 

his fine clothes disappeared 
He had 


Ring to him, 
He begged 

the clown's 
pardon and 
promised 
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Harish and Tippu were good 


friends. Both of them studied in 
the sixth standard, in the same 
section, The only thing that Tippu 
didn’t like about Harish was his 
dreadful habit of having fun, at the 
expense of other people. He tried 
his, best to make Harish see the 
error of his ways, but his efforts 
‘were always in vai. 

‘When their school closed for the 
summer holidays, Tippu invited his 
friend to his native village. Harish 
was a city bred boy. He secretly 
held village life incontempt, “What 
will do in your village ?" he asked 
“All the fun is here in the city. In 
fact, you can stay here with me if 
you like,” he said. "I don’t want to 
g0 to your village.” 

Tippu tried to persuade him to 
change his mind, “Come with me 
forjust two days. Village life will be 

good change for you,” he said. 

Toplease his friend, Harish finally 


‘agreed to accompany Tippu to his 
village. He got his parents’ per 
mmission and the two boys were soon 
in the picturesque village of 
Rampur. 

The village was quiet, neat and 
green, The hustle and bustle of 
the cityhad never reached Rampur. 
Cattle and sheep grazed lazily in 
the green fields. Despite his pre: 
Judice, Harish seemed to enjoy the 
beauty and peace of the village. 

After a tasty breakfast, the two 
friends set out on a tour of the 
village. They soon came to the 
village tank. The water looked 
inviting. "Shall we swim 2” asked 
Harish 

‘Doyou knowhow to?" enquired 
Tippu 
“Oh | Yes !", replied Harish. “L 
learnt to swim in the pools of the 
five star hotels of the city.” 


Prabhe 








“Buta village water tanks differ 


ent", said Tippu. “Sometimes it < 


might be slippery and prove danger 
ous fora person who isnot used to 
it” 

A disappointed Harish looked 
around. Hewas estlessand wanted 
to do something. When his eyes 
spotted a set of clothes kept neatly 
folded on the banks of the tank, he 


‘was pleased. The naughtyboyhad 


hit upon an idea. 

“Let's hide those clothes and 
‘watch the fun asthe owner searches 
for them afterhisbath” he suggest. 
ed gleefully. 

“No, no, Harish,” said Tippu 
hurriedly. “It would be a terrible 
thing to do. The poor farmer who 
{s bathing will be very ashamed to 
go home without his clothes. I tell 
{you what,'let’s put a five rupee 
note in his pocket. The farmer will 
be very happy to find it. It will 
make us happy too.” 

‘Onhearing these words, Harish 
felt rather ashamed of his naughty 
thoughts. He readily agreed to his, 
friend's suggestion. Quietly they 
both crept to the place where the 
clothes lay, slipped a five rupee 
‘note into the pocket. and hid behind 
a nearby temple 

After his bath, the farmer slowly 
climbed the steps of the tank, dried 
himself and put on hisclothes. He 
\was startled tofind a crisp five rupee 
note inhis pocket. He fingered the 
note thoughtfully, wondering how 
it came to be in his pocket. 

Tippu and Harish expected him 
to be overwhelmed with joy at this 
unexpected find. But they were 






and then with a determined step 
he walked towards the temple. 

He stood before the deity and 
prayed aloud. “My Lord, I don't: 
know how this money came to be 
in my pocket. I did not steal it, 1 
don't want to use it as it does not 
belong to me. I don't intend to try 
and find its real owner either. [am 
sure someone would make a false 
claim for it. Sol am going to putt 
in the temple’s collection box, so 
that it can be used for feeding the 
Poor.” So saying, he dropped the 
note into the Hundi 

As the two friends watched, they 
were overcome with astonishment. 
What they had witnessed was the 
very height of honesty. They went 
home chastened by the thought 
that the world was pleasant place 
because of men like the village 
farmer. 


disappointed. The farmerjust stood — Translated by 


lost in thought for a few moments 


Meera Ramakrishnan’ 























one with th ted 
the mikwas too hot and tasted awful. mother, turned to his father fo 
He took ages drinking it. Bathtime help. 

an 







‘Appa wasburiedinhisnewspaper. 
He couldn't be bothered with Raju’s 
tantrums, “If he doesn't want to. go 
to school today, leave him alone,” 
he said, Raju was happy, and he 
wanted to make the most of his 
father's benevolent mood. I don't 
want to go to school at afl, ev 

hesaid. “Iwant tostay at home 

“Allright,” said Appa. He didn't 
sound angry at all 

Raju jumped with joy. He ran 
offto tell his friends the good news. 
Amma was disgusted. “We have 
spent a small fortune on his uniform, 
books, shoes and fees. What 2 
waste! This silly fellow doesn't want 
to go to school,” she grumbled, 

Raju came skipping home, all 
set to enjoy his new-found freedom 
from school. He found his parents 
discussing something very seriously. 
They took no natice of him, but he 
couldn’t help overhearing their 
conversation, 

“What shall we do with those 
brand new shoes?” asked Amma. 
“They cost a hundred rupees. 

“It is a pity,” said Appa. “But if 
Raju is not going to use them, we 
might as well give them to our 


gardener’s son. Won't the poor 
boy bethrilled? Hedoesn't even 
own a pair of slippers!” 

“That's avery good idea,” agreed 
‘Amma. “We can give Raju's books 
to our neighbour's daughter Kamali. 
She studies in Raju’s class and she 
‘would love to have new books. 

“Yes.we could do that," said Appa. 
“After all, what use does Raju have 
for books now? It is not as if he is, 
going to study. | am sure he can 
get a job even without studying, In 
fact, | have a very good idea. Why 
don't we send him to that Jolly 
Restaurant? Raju can clean the 
tables.” 

‘Amma noaaed her head. “Poor 
Raju,” she said, “Let us not force 
him to go to school anymore. | am 
sure he will make an excellent clean: 


1g boy.” 


Raju was quite bewildered by this 
new turn of events. Clean messy 
tables! That dirty gardener's boy to 
wear his shiny shoes! That silly 
Kamalito carry his books to school! 
Surely, he couldn't allow such a 
thing to happen! In ten minutes 
flat, Raju emerged from his room, 
dressed in his school uniform and 
new shoes. His school bag was 
strappedto his shoulders. “Amma, 
is mytiffin box ready?” he demand: 
ed, “It’s getting late for school!" 

Amma didn't bat an eyelid. She 
hid a pleased smile. She quickly 
packed his lunch box. 

Raju marched out smartly, to wait 
for the school bus, looking forward 
toa happy day at school. 

— Translated by 
Meera Ramakrishnan 



































DOWN 


1 Common vehicle; Publictrans: 
port 

—— and lemons, sold for a 
penny! 

Embrace. 

Hard to find. 


A tyrant; or despot. 

7 Long eared pets. 

Age: period: epoch. 
Press; squeeze. 

Roads are topped with it 
Turns over and aver. 
Impartial; just. 

A rounded loaf of bread. 
Single; not two. 





ACROSS 


1 Amale sibling 
5 Three of these make a dozen. 
8 Lurches or stumbles. 
9 Snatch! 
10 Acute and obtuse.. 
¥2. Advantage or financial 
resource. 
13 Delicious dessert! 
16 Twelve inches in a word. 
17 Shade from sun or rain 
20 Chase with a gun; search 
21 Peculiar or unusual 
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[Lfemiresconsierad theron | the cots at his ear, and the wind 
fal Form of 

people Enns Unt tbe 3BW |") sa tnt sep bs blore 
‘cantury, no-one ever wrote or read ry - 
frossletplesrel oweree famous | midnight: and Nature herself with 
Prosewhterstize Joseph Addison, | her darkness and chilling dews, 
Charles Lamb, Olver Goldsmith and | informs us so. There is another 
Wiliam Hazlitt brought essay | reason for going to bed betimes; for 
wiriting intofasbion. Theychanges | it js universally acknowledged that 
most people s minds. i! 

In this ‘charming easay, Leigh | '73 late in the morning is a great 
Hunt(1784— 1854) skdfulystrings | shortener of life. But this matter 
any wordainto ssingle sentence, | belongs o the subject of early rising 
pr aks ia einpian rather than sleep. 

rases, capture what mostof | Sleep at alatehour inthe morning 
lushaye observed or expenienteds——} j< not half so pleasant as the more 
timely one ts excusable, sometimes, 

Thisis an article for the reader tothewatchful or overworked head: 
tothinkofwhenhe orsheiswarm in_ the pleasingwilfulness of nestingin a 
bed, allitle before he goes to sleep, new posture, when you know you 


ag 





ought to be up, like the rest of the 
house. 

‘The most complete and healthy 
sleep that can be taken in the day is 
insummertime, out in afield. Slum 
bering on the grass or hay, shaded 
from the hot sun by a tree, with a 
fresh but light air running through 
the wide atmosphere, the sky stretch. 
ing far overhead upon all sides — no 
sensation is more exquisite. There 
is nothing between the slumberer 
and the glad innocence of nature 

Next to this, the most relishing 
slumber out of bed isthe one, which, 
atired person takes before he retires 
for the night, while lingering in the 


sitting room, He is very sleepy ands °<) 





on Sleep 








aware that he must go to bed 
immediately but is unwilling to move. 
He sits nodding with sudden and 
leaden jerks of the head, in a state 
of great sleepiness, yet reluctant for 
0 luxurious a moment to end. He 


gets back to a more legitimate 
posture, sting sideways with his head 
cn the chair back, or throwing his 
legs up at once on another chair, 
and half-reclining. This incon 
venient posture is borne for 
hours, for the sake of this foretaste 
of repose. The worst of itis, that on 
going to bed the charm sometimes 
vanishes, 

‘A man in his waking moments 
may walk proudly, sit proudly, eat 
his dinner proudly; he may shave 
himself with an air of infinite superio- 
a word he may show himself 
as grand, But sleep ever shows 
himself a great leveller, He arrests 
proud lords, and humble clowns in 
the most ridiculous postures. Sleep 








plays the petifying magician. Imagine 
2 proud despot with his eyes shut, 
his mouth open, his left arm under 
his right ear, his other hand twisted 
and hanging helplessly before him 
ike anidiot’s,one knee ited up and 
the other leg stretched out, or both 
knees huddled up together: what a 
scarecrow! 


Sleep is most graceful in an infant; 
soundest, in one who has been tired 
in the open air; completest, to the 
seaman alter a hard voyage; most 
welcome to a mind haunted with 
‘one idea; most touching to look at, 
in the parent that has wept; proudest, 
in the bride adored; lightest, in the 
playful child, 





Condensed from the essay by 
Leigh Hunt, 
1% cs 
































The years passed... Balram Mehta's | 
neath begen to fail 














Nas was angry and very pst | 
ed 


won't ask her for food again 
even if | nave to starve. 


You shameless fellow!-You 
lead the other boys astray | 





‘and come to me expecting 
to be fed! 


grows dark... wonder if 
there are ferocious wild 
animals in this forest 


Here's a ruined 
temple... | will spend 
the night here 


(Oh, Lord Shival Mahadev! Protector 
of Markandeya} Keep me safe. 


ss 
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of Dhruva and Prahlada. Wors 











[must do as 
mother said, 


[; Hebathed intheriverand 
“gathered fresh flowers for 
his pooja 





Narsi performed 3 
simple pooja 





Narsi’s penance was severe. He stopped 







——_______ for neither food, nor rest. Lord Shivawas 
The Lor Kept echoing in. ] moved by the boy's devotion and appeared 
Narsi's mind. He repeated it / before him 

over... and over. 










What can 
Ido for 
you, my 
child? 





The next moment Lord Shiva and Narsi 
were on the banks of the River Jamuna. 







Come, Narsi! Iishow 
you what is dear 
tome 











who is 


Ta hey waiched, the scene] | SRTRTR ONE one coe 
closer 
this 
to 


changed...! 4 
| YP Be /| 





He is 0 davotee of mine. and Seeks 
your blessings. 










Narsi bowed betore —E 
Sri Krishna, ‘Narsi was overjoyed, at seeing Lord) 
<a Shiva and Sri Krishna together 

The devotees of Lord Shiva always 
hhave my blessing and protection 
= 









| shall sing your praises, Poetry and music spring forth from 
my lord! my soul 








Narai savin the 
temple and sang 
in ecstasy 





Several days 
passed...Jamna Das 
‘came in search of 
Narsi 








S 
———_— 
Was fe 
Far deh deta He is indeed blessed! 





Toma Das persuaded is nepnew o | SONAR roURiatons’ Ha 
return home with him, pay beautifyl songs. 


| ’ 
es 
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‘Why should you sing in this torest? 
Come home and people will flock to 
hear you sing! 


in due course, Jamna Das found a | Narsi and his wife were blessed 
suitable bride for Narsi and the with a son and a daughter 
imarriage took place. 





la & 


Jas very fond of this song, 











‘AsNarsi'stamespread, people 
journeyed trom tar and wide 
to 


We participated 
inhhis pooja and sang, 
bbhajans with him tt 

was such alwonderful experience, He is indeed blessed 


The years passed... Narsi’s wife was 


Horned 







How can you say that? You 
cannot leave all your responsibilities 





Narsi opened the door. 


Yes, ('m Narsi Mehta, 
Do come in, sir 


Your son would make her 
anideal husband. We hope 
youwill agreetothe match. 


Hf God wills it, 
lot it be sof 













Lam happy to 
welcome you to my 
home, sir. How 
can | Serve you? 






Krishna Bhatt hurried te tell 
Tripuranthaka of the good news.. 





at? Narsi Mehte 
/astrel! Hi 
/orthy of $0, 
an honour! 


bat 








He is a great man, a true devotee! , 
Count yourself lucky, to have found Neral Mohini srene qecshhin 
ich a yood match for your daughter! | goodness and his faith in Go 
SENDS ae ae Material things mean nothing to 
him. Be ready to welcome him 


Tell me what he will ¢ 


give me! be 
The next day Narsi Mehta led his 

followers into 

Shyamalapura, They 

were singing as usual 


Ranga! Ranga! 
Pandurangal 





Krishna Bhatt ran to Tripuranthaka's 
house 
ae gape >) Just then, many bullock-carts 


((warsisentan rived, Whyisnothing | approached Shyamalapura 
eady to recave him for enotrer aregton 








What a dilemma! Oh, no! 













‘The carts reached Tripuranthaka’s Who sre you? 


Not 


We have brought gifts for your 
daughter. Where is the wedding hall? 
‘We have to unload the carts. 


am Narsi Mehta's 
attendan.. | come from 
Dwaraka with the gifts he has 


x - bee vasked me to bring 


|some bundles and took | 
lout new clothes. . 





Narsi Mehta greets 
your people with 


respect 
By then Narsi Mehta and his follower s 
arrived at Tripurantaka’s house. Krishna 
Bhatt welcomed the party 
, ——— 


Welcome! Your gifts 
arrived before you. 








Tripuranthaka was 
ashamed, 


‘haven't made proper 
sngements for the wadding 
iran ee postpone the wedding by two days? 








There is no need for that. Tomorrow 
is an auspicious day. | will make all 
the arrangements,Please don't worry 





festive look. 







The ceremony took place. Krishna 
Bhatt officiated as the priest. 








Narsi returned to J 
few months Kumw 
was celebrated. 


Kumvar Bai took leave 
of her parents before she left for 
her new home 
ane Weaannenig 
The blessings of Lord Krishna 
are always with you 









Narsi thanked his beloved H 


Both weddings took place amidst 
great rejoicing. You made all the 
arrangements and spared nothing. 
What can | do for you, my Lord? 
Nothing except offer my thanks. 





People of all castes participated in Narsi's 
worship...... even Harijans, 








People of higher castes 
saw this, 


‘Marsi’s run madPHe allows 
Harijans into the temple. 





Youare ruining us! How can youallow 
Harijans to participate in your worship 


Sri Krishna does not 
recognize castes. 






(One day, two merchants came to 


His wife was heartbroken by the 
Junagad. 


insults flung at her husband, She 
passed away, 







We are on our way to Owaraka 
tis not safe to carry so much 
money, Can we leave these thougand 
gold coins with someone who will 
‘write us a credit slip which we can 
tencash at Dwaraka? 









No one’s-credit is good enough. 
in Junagad 





But we can trap Narsi 


‘They told the 
eae 
NI eth, 





Narsi is @ rich man. 
Ask him for credit 





Of course, I'l give you a credit slip, 
You can take the money from 
Shyam Vasudev Mehta 





[ars spent me TI 
Dhaurondaccone 

ontve peor and m 
Peeet 


Here is a sari for you! 
A bullock, to pull your cart! 





‘The merchants reached Owarak 
















Just then, 


ae 


[Do you come from Juna 


aad eae catia ee 









1920? 


A 






Yes, we come with a credit 
slip from Narsi Mehta. 









The merchants used the money 
to buy their goods 






a 
‘How le this? This bag ia allt full of Ty 
old cone! { 






May I seq it? My name is 
Shyam Vasudev Mehta 
‘are a thousand gold coins. 





Narsi Mehta is a great Narsi's daughter Kumwar Bai 
wrote to her father 


Shyam Vasudev Mehta reached 
the house of Narsi's daughter. 


rd. Younus 
gyLord Youmusthelpme. ~ | TFT i 


ou 
PMA cel 

fas has seht gts for allt aeons 
sre some showis, 


for Kumwar 


‘When Narsi heard this he was over 
joyed. He spent the rest of his days 
9 Sri Krishna 





A long, long while ago lived 
a King, who had a fine pleasure- 
garden, adjoining his palace. In the 
garden, stood a tree, which bore 
Golden apples. As soon as the apples 
‘were ripe, they were counted, There 
came a day, when one was missing. 
This vexed the King very much, and 
he ordered that watch should be 
kept every night beneath the tree. 
The King had three sons. When 
evening Set in, he sent the eldest, 
into the garden; but about midnight 
the youth fellinto a deep sleep, and 
in the morning another apple was 
missing, The next night the second 


The F 


of the: 
Golden 


son had to watch, but he also fared 
no better; for about midnight he fell 
fast asleep, and another apple was 
‘wanting in the moming. 


The tun came now to the third 
son, who was eager to go; but the 
King hesitated for a long time, 
thinking he would be even less wake 
ful than his brothers, but at last he 
consented, The youth lay down 
under the tree and watched steadily, 
without letting sleep be his master; 
and just as twelve 0! clock struck: 
something rustled in the air, and 
looking up, he saw a bird flying by, 
whose feathers were of bright gold. 
‘The bird lighted upon the tree, and 
tad just picked off one of the apples, 
when the youth shot a bolt at it 
‘which did not prevent its lying away, 





bbutone of ts golden feathers dropped 
off. The youth took the feather up, 
and, showing it the next moming to 
the King, told him what he had seen 


during the night. 

‘There upon, the King assembled 
his council, and every one declared 
that a single feather like this was 
worth. kingdom, “Well, then” said 
the King, “ifthis feathers so costy. 1 
‘must and will have the whole bird, 
for one feather is of no use to me.” 
‘The eldest son was now sent out on 
his travels, and, relying on his own 
prudence, he doubted not that he 
should find the Golden Bird. 

‘When he had walked about a mile, 
he saw sitting at the edge of a forest 
‘a Fox, at which he levelled his gun; 
but it cried out, “Do not shoot me, 
and | will give you a piece of good 
advice! You are now on the road to 
the Golden Bird, and this evening 
you will come into a village where 
‘woinnsstand opposite to each other; 
‘one will be brightly lit up and much 
merriment will be going on inside, 
but turn not in there; enter rather 
Into the other, though it seem a 
poor place to you.” 

‘The young man, however, thought 
to himself, “How can such a silly 
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beast give me rational advice?" and, 
going nearer, he shot at the Fox; but 
fhe missed, and the Fox ran away 
‘with its tailin the air. After this adven- 
ture he walked on, and towards 
evening he came to the vilage where 
stood the two public-houses, in one 
‘of which singing and dancing were 
‘going on; while the other looked a 
vey ilconditioned house. “I should 
be a simpleton,” said he to himself, 
“if | were to go into this dirty inn 
while that capital one stood opposite.” 
So he entered the dancing-room, 
and forgot the Golden Bird, his 
father, and all good manners. 

{As time passed by and the eldest 
son did not return home, the second 
son set out also on his travels to 
seek the Golden Bird. The Fox met 
him as it had his brother, and gave 
him good counsel, which he did not 
follow. He likewise arrived at the 
two inns, and out of the window of 
the riotous house his brother leaned, 
and invited him in, He could not 
resist, and entered, andlived onlyto 
gratify his pleasures. 


‘Again a long time elapsed with 
no news of either brother, and the 
youngest wished to go and try his 
luck;buthis fatherwould notconsent. 
“Itis useless,” said he; “you are still 
less likely than your brothers to find 
the Golden Bird, and, ifa misfortune 
should happen to you, you cannot 
help yourself, for you are not very 
quick.” The King at last, however, 
was forced to consent, for he had 
no rest while he refused. 

On the edge of the forest the Fox 
‘was again siting, and again it offered 
in retum for its life the same piece 
of good advice. The youth was good: 
hearted, and said, “Be not afraid, 
little Fox; { will do you no harm.” 

“You shall not repent of your 
goodness,” replied the Fox; “but 
that you may travel quicker, get up 
behind on my tail.” 

‘Scarcely had he seated himself 
when away they went, over hedges 
and ditches, uphill and downhill, so 
fast that their hair whistled in the 
wind. 

‘As soon as they arrived at the 
village the youth dismounted, and, 
following the advice he had received, 
turned, without looking round, into 
the mean-looking house, where he 
passed the night comfortably. The 
next morning, when he went into 
the fields, he found the Fox already 
there, who said, “I will tll you what 
further you must do. Go straight 
forwards, and you will come to a 
castle, before which a whole troop 
of soldiers will be sleeping and snor- 
ing; be not frightened at them, but 
go right through the middle of the 
troop into the castle, and through 
all the rooms, till you come into a 
chamber where a‘ |hangs 


in a wooden cage. Nearby stands 
an empty golden cage for show, 
but take care you do not take the 
bird out of its ugly cage to place it in 
the ‘one, or you will fare 
badly.” With these words the Fox 
again stretched out its tail, and the 
King’s son mounting as before, away 
they went over hill and valley, while 
their hair whistled in the wind from 
the pace they travelled at. 

‘When they arrived at the castle 
the youth found everything as the 
Fox had said. He soon discovered 
the room where the Golden Bird 
sat in its wooden cage, and by it 
stood the golden one, and three 
golden apples were lying around. 











the youth thought it would be a 
pity to take the bird in such an ugly 
and dirty cage, and, opening the 
door, heput iin the splendid one. 
At the moment he did this the 
bird set up a piercing shriek, 
which woke the soldiers, who start 
ed up and made him a prisoner. 
The next morning he was brought 
to trial, and when he confessed 
all, he was condemned to death, 
Still the King said he would 
spare his life under one condition; 
namely, if he brought to him the 
Golden Horse, which travelled faster 
than the wind, and then for a reward 
he should also receive the Golden 
Bird. 
‘TheyoungPrincewalked out, sigh 
ingand sorrowlul, forwhere was he 
to find the Golden Horse? All at 
‘once he saw his old friend the Fox, 
who said, “There you see what has 
happened, because you did not 
mind what | said, But be good of 
courage; | will protect you, and tell 
you where you may find the horse. 
You must follow this road straight 
til you come to a castle; in the 
stable there, this horse stands. Before 
the door a boy will ie fast asleep 
and snoring, so you must lead away 
the horse quietly; but there is one 
thing you must mind: put on his 
back the old saddle of wood and 
leather, and not the golden one 
which hangs close by, for i you did 
it wil be very unlucky.” So saying 
the Fox stretched out its tail, and 
again, they went as fast as the wind. 
Everything wasas the Fox had said. 
“The youth went into the stall where 
the Golden Horse was; but, as he 
‘was abaut to put on the dirty saddle, 
he thought it wouldbe a shameif he 
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did not put on such a fine animal 
the saddle which appeared to belong 
Itohim, and so he took up the golden 
‘saddle, Scarcely had it touched the 
back of the horse when it set up a 
loud neigh, which awoke the stable- 
boys, who put our hero into 
confinement. The next morning he 
was condemned to death; but the 
King promised to give him his life 
and the horse, if he would bring 
the beautiful Daughter of the King 
of the Golden Castle. 

With a heavy heart the youth set 
cout, and by great good fortune soon 
met the Fox, “I should have left 
you in your misfortune,” it said; 
“put [felt compassion for you, anc 
am willing once more to help you 
out of your trouble. Your road te 
the palace lies straight before you 
and when you arrive there, abou 
evening, wait till night, when the 
Princess goes to take a bath. A 
soon as she enters the bath-house 
do you spring up and give her i 
kiss, and she wil follow youwhereso 
ever you will; only take care tha 
she does not take leave of hei 
parents first, or all will be lost.” 
With these words the Fox again 
stretched out its tall, and the King's 
son seating himself thereon, away 
they went over hill and valley like 
the wind. 

‘When theyarrived at the Golden 
Palace, the youth found everything 
as the Fox had foretold, and he 
‘waited tll midnight when everybody 
was in a deep sleep, and at that 
hour the beautiful Princess went 
on her bath, and he sprang up 
instantiyandkissed her. ThePrincess 
said she was willing to go with him, 
but begged him earnestly, with tears 


in her eyes, to permit her first to 
take leave of her parents, At frst 
he withstood her prayers; but, when 
he wept still more, and even fel at 
his feet, he at last consented. 
Scarcely had the maiden stepped 
up to her father’s bedside, when 
he awoke, and all the others who 
were asleep awakening too, the 
poor youth was captured and put 
in prison. 

The next morning the King said 
to him, "Thy life is forfeited, and 
thou canst only find mercy if thou 
clearest away the mountain which 
lies before my window, and over 
which I cannot see; but thou must 
remove it within eight days. If thou 
accomplish this, then thou shalt 
have my daughter as a reward." 

The King’s son at once began 
digging and shovelling away; but 
‘when, after seven days, he saw how 








little was effected and that all his, 
‘work went for nothing, he fell into 
great grief and gave up all hope 
But on the evening of the seventh 
day the Fox appeared and said, 
"You do not deserve that | should 
notice you again, but go away and 
sleep while [ work for you.” 

Whenheawoke thenext morning, 
and looked out of the window, the 
hill had disappeared, and he 
hastened to the King full of joy, 
and told him the conditions were 
fulfilled; and now, whether he liked 
it or nol, the King was obliged to 
keep his word, and give up his 
daughter. 

‘Away then went these two 
together, and no long time had 
passed before they met the faithful 
Fox. “You have the best certainly,” 
said he, “but to the Maid of the 
Golden Castle belongs also the 





Golden Horse.” 

“How shall obtain it?” inquired 
the youth. 

“That I will tell you,” answered 
the Fox; “first take to the King who 
sent you to the Golden Castle the 
beautiful Princess, Then there will 
be un-heard of joy, and they will 
readily show you the Golden Horse 
and give it to you. Do you mount it, 
and then give your hand to each 
for a parting shake, and last of all 
to the Princess, whom you must 
keep tight hold of, and pull her up 
behind you, and as soon as that is, 
done ride off, and no one can 
pursue you, for the horse goes as 
fast asthe wind,” All this was happily 
accomplished, and the King’s son 
led away the beautiful Princess in 
triumph on the Golden Horse. The 
Fox did not remain behind, and 


said to the Prince, “Now | will help 
you to the Golden Bird, When you 
‘come near the castle where itis, let 
the maiden get down, and I will 
take her into my cave. Then do 
you ride into the castle-yard, and 
at the sight of you there will be 
such joy that they will readily give 
you the bird; and as soon as you 
hold the cage in your hand ride 
back to us, and fetch again the 
maiden.” 

‘As soon as this deed was done, 
and the Prince had ridden back 
with his treasure, the Fox said, "Now 
you must reward me for my 
services.” 

“What do you desire?” asked 
the youth, 

“When we come into yonder 
wood, shoot me dead and cut off 
my head and feet.” 











o 


“That were a curious gratitude,” 
said the Prince; "I cannot possibly 
do that,” 

“If you will not do it, Lmust leave 
you,” replied the Fox; “but before | 
depart | will give you one piece of 
counsel, Beware of these two points: 
bbuy no gallows-flesh, and sit not on 
the brink of a spring!” With these 
words it ran into the forest, 

‘The youngPrince thought, “Ah! 
that is a wonderful animal, with 
some curious fancies! Who would 
buy gallows-flesh? And I don't see 
the pleasure of sitting on the brink. 
‘ofa spring!” Onwards he rode with 
his beautiful companion, and by 
chance the way led him through 
the village where his two brothers 
had stopped. There he found a 
great uproar and lamentation; and 
when he asked the reason, he was 





told that two persons were about 
to be hanged. When he came. 
nearer, he saw that they were his 
two brothers, who had done some 
villainous deeds, besides spending 
all their money. He inquired if they 
could not be freed, and was told by 
the people that he might buy them 
off if he would, but they were net 
worth his gold, and deserved 
nothing but hanging. Nevertheless, 
he did not hesitate, but paid down 
the money and his two brothers 
were released. 

After this they all four set out in 
company, and soon came to the 
forest where they had first met the 
Fox; and as it was cool and pleasant 
beneath the trees, for the sun was 
very hot, the two brothers said, 
“Come, let us rest awhile here by 
this spring, and eat and drink.” The 
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youngest consented, forgetting in you if they should see you.” 
the heat of conversation the — The youth thereupon changed 
warning he had received clothes with a poor old man who 
‘All at once the brothers threw was sitting near, and in that.guise 
him backwards into the water. went to the King's palace, Nobody 
and taking the maiden, the horse, knew him; but instantly the Bird 
and the bird, went home to their began to sing, the Horse began to 
father, "We bring you.” said eat,andthebeautful Maiden ceased 
they to him, “not only the Golden weeping. Bewildered at this change, 
Bird, but also the Golden Horse the King asked what it meant. “I 
and ‘the Princess of the Golden knownot,” replied the Maiden; “but 
Castle,” At their arrival there was I who was sad am now gay, for | 
great joy; but the Horse would not , feel as if my true husband were 
eat, the Bird would not sing, and ‘ returned," Then she told hjm all 
the Maiden would not speak, but that had happened; although the 
weptbttterlyfrom morningtonight. other brothers had threatened her 
‘The youngest brother, however, with death f she disclosed anything, 
was not dead. The spring, bygreat_ The King summoned before him 
good luck, was dry, and he ell upon allthe people who were in thecastle, 
Soft moss without any injury; but and among them came the poor 
hecould not get out again. Even in youth, dressed as a beggar. in his 
this necessity the faithful Fox did rags; but the Maiden knew him, 
not leave him, but soon came up. and fell upon his neck, The wicked 
and scolded him for not following brothers were seized and tried; but 
its advice, "Still | cannot forsake the youngest married the Princess, 
you," it said; "but Iwill again help and succeeded to the King's 
you to escape, Hold fast upon my inheritance 
tail, and I will draw you up to the _ But what happened to the poor 
top.” When thiswas done, the Fox Fox? Long after, the Prince went 
said,""You are not yet out of danger, once again into the wood, and there 
for yourbrothersare not confident met the Fox, who said, “you have 
of your death, and have set spies noweverything that you can desire, 
all ound the forest. wha are to kill but to my misfortunes there is no 
end, although it lies in your power 
cesses t0 release me.” And, with tears, it 
.\\" begged the Prince to cut off its 
)\ \ head and feet. At last he did so; 
\\\ and scarcely was it accomplished 
\' when the Fox became a man, who 
\ was no other than the brother of 
¥! the Princess, delivered at length 
\'\.\. from the charm which bound him. 
y\.\ From that day nothing was ever 


{LS wanting to the happiness of the 















Hero of the Golden Bird. 


K 20th the langur, and his friends 

lived in the thick jungles of the 
Vindhyas, the home of many 
animals. They played all day 
among the trees. They were very 
clever too. They collected all the 
news of the forest and dutifully 
reported it to their beloved monkey 
king — Raja Varun 

Raja Varun was proud of his 
young Sherlock Holmeses, as he 
called them. With their help, he 


bears and monkeys in the forest 
very happy. Lifewas quite peaceful. They continued to cut down many 


One day, Kapil was gambolling 
around with his friends. All of a 
sudden he espied a group of men, 
with axes in their hands chopping 
down a number of trees in the 
forest 

“These men seem new in these 
parts,” thought Kapil, “Let me wait 
for a few days, and see what they 
are up to.” 

The men, however, returned the 


next day and the day after that. 


trees. Kapil soon realised that the 
matter was serious. He bounded 
across to his Raja Varun and bowed 
his head reverently. He was breath: 
less. 

“Your Majesty,” he cried, “some 
strangers have entered our forest 
and have started cutting down the 
trees in large numbers. We must 
do something "” 

The langur king scratched his 
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head. “Don't worry, Kapil, | will of the forest, of the earth. The 
talk to the men myself," he said. rains will then, never come, We 
With a few trusted courtiers, Raja shall be homeless. We shall all 
Varun moved gingerly towards the starve and so will you.” 
fast-increasing dearing among the “Ha ! Look at this old fellow 
trees, the person who trying to lecture me — or is ita 
appeared to be the leader, the Raja threat 7" thought the man. Turning 


bowed his head. to the langur king he said, “I cannot 
‘The stranger looked at Raja help it if you live here. | have 
‘Varun with scom. been given a contract. | have to 


“What do you want ?” he cutthese trees. Go find yourselves 
growled. another forest. 

“Sir, Lam the king of the animals The langur king looked crest 
who live in this forest. Our homes fallen. “Allright,” he said, “pethaps 
are in these trees. Our children you will make a deal with me. 
learn to swing and play on these You may cut down a quarter of 
branches. They eat the fruit that the trees, but for every tree that 
grow here. These trees are our you cut down you must plant four 
mothers.” trees. That's as much as I can 

“So what,” replied the man. allow.” 

“And how does that concern me?"' The contractor who had been 
running short of woodcutters be: 

“Sir, your men are cutting down cause of the great hurry he had 
our trees. By doing so, you are been in, agreed to Raja Varun's 
harming us as well as yourselves. proposal. 

‘See how you are spoiling the beauty A week later, a fresh batch of 
woodcutters came from the 





“1 can run but can't walk, who 
ami? 


Water! 


* | fall now and then, but don't get 
hurt, who am I? 


Raint 


* How come you know the answers 
to all my questions? 


* | reed the same quiz book, silly! 


Oo, 

















town. The contractor was sorely 
tempted. He instructed the men 
to go to the far end of the forest 
and chop more trees than ever 
before. He hoped that the monkeys 
would not notice them there. 

‘Soon, Kapil and his friends began 
to hear strange noises from the 
other side of the forest, “I wonder 
what that is,” said Kapil, “Come 
{quiys, let's go and see.” 

Away they went, leaping and 
‘swingingon the branches and creep: 
ers! In no time, they had reached 
the other side of the forest. 

A sorry sight met their eyes ! 


} 4 ‘= \ 
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Their beloved trees were being 
hacked down very, very fas. 

“The contractor has cheated us" 
cried Kapil. He fumed with rage. 
“Chipko !" shouted Kapil. “Come 
on,fellas ! Let us protect our trees 
—" with our lives if necessary.” 
‘And then a strange thing happened! 
All the langurs climbed down and 
each went to a tree. Each langur 
put his arms around the trunk of a 





tree. 

The contractor's men were as: 
tonished. How could they cut down 
the trees without killing the langurs? 

“The contractor will punish us for 
not completing work on time," they 
said to each other in dismay, “What 
shall we do ?” They tried to shoo 
the langurs away, but they’ wouldn't 
budge. 


They ran to the contractor. 
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“Sahib,” said the woodcutters, “We 
cannot cut down the trees, The 
langurs have put their arms around 
them, We cannot cut down the 
trees without killing them. What 
sha!! we do?” 

In the meanwhile, Kapil had 
gone to Raja Varun with the news, 

“Oh dear,” said the Raja. “Let's 
hurry, before those cruel men kill 
my loyal subjects,” 

As the contractor and his men 
were wondering what to do. they 
saw Raja Varun, come towards 
them, With him were Kapil and a 
few other animals. 

Raja Varun looked worried 
“You have not kept your promise. 





J had made a deal with you," he 
told the contractor, "Now we shall 
not allow you to cut any more 
trees in this forest, Your next tree 
shall be cut over the dead bodies 
of the animals of the forest, who 
have made their homes here.” 

The contractor looked here and 
there. All around him, the monkeys 
clung to the trees for dear life, He 
was moved. "lam very sorry,” he 
said, "I tried to take away your 
homes. Please forgive me. | shall 
change my line of business al 
together, and never cut down trees 
any more.” 

“Hurrah !" shouted Kapil and 
his friends 


_— ve Puzzle 








The B. M, Birla Planetarium in 
Kotturpuram, Madras, was opened 
onthe 11 thof May 1988. Gokulam 























arranged or sore yours reporters. sional effect of the dome made : 
0 visit the new planetarium. Here} 5 fee! ike we were actually on 

+ [ees the moon's surface. We passed | * 

. inal Frontie all the nine planets and their | 
Te MLE: satellites. !had learned about al 

k or years man has dreamt of | these planetsin school but seeing 1 
travelling into space, Forme. | them so close made me feel that 

this became a realtywhen Ivisited | | would never forget what | had * 

the planetarium. learnt 

2+ The showbegan and the next |. Asi walked outafter the show ’ 
thing knew wasthat | wasstaring | | was reminded of a line from a 

Up into the sky with a million | much loved T.V. serial called Star : 
Shining spots staringbackatme. | Trek — Space isthe final frontier! 

As [ watched Neil Armstrong Weta etiaccoslil . 
land on the moon I thought ho igi iohecnget 
fascinating it was to watch one 1 
‘of the most important events of My Space Bank fe bater! 1 
the century, fe went to the planetarium, | * 

The storyline was a journey Outside there were so many 
through our'solar system, We | thingstoplay. Wewentinsidea | 
"took off from earth and passed: | telescope. It looked like night 

jc moon,_‘The three dimen-_|_ We saw the space ship. They |» 
Liesl’ Syst ett eae +, eR Ee ete] 
pO ee Cea Se Me ergig 








told numbers — ten, nine. 
three, two, one, zero - ZOOM 
One man got down from the 
space ship with a parachute and 
helmet. 


The moon went round the 
earth and the earth went round 
the sun, We saw we are inside 
the Mars, There were so many 
stones on the Mars, Saturn was 
like a diamond, | saw its ring, 


The machine went up and 
down, | thought the room was 
shaking, | thought Jupiter came 
next to me. I was very scared. 


My space book is better. It's 
not shaking. 


* Abhinav Ramnarayan, aged 5, 
Abacus 





A Space Odyssey for rupee one! 


Tinteresting things (Ike newly) 4 
marketed soft drinks !) seem 
to come late to Madras. The 
planetarium is no exception. 
Consoling ourselves with the 
thought that it was better late» 4 
than never, my friends and | 
made our way to this marvel of 
modern science, * 
‘The inverted egg-shaped struc: 
ture was impressive. We entered 
the airconditioned comfort of yf 
the viewing room and our feet 
sank into the luxurious carpet. 
We settled down in comfortable) | 
chairs and leaned back. The > 
lights went out and the specta- ; 
cular drama unfolded... = 
The four cardinal directions 
wereidentiied. Ascene of Madras x 
’ 
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after dark, shifted to a view of 
the Milky Way with its extrava 
ganza of constellations, Sudden. 
Iy this gave way to the image of a 
space craft moving. We felt asif 
we were in it, hurtling into the 
mysterious beyond. The earth 
when viewed from the space craft 
looked like a jewel-bright blue 
and white ball. A brief narration 
of the earth’s history held our 
attention till we reached the red 
planet Mars. 

Jupiter was undoubtedly the 
most magnificient of all—mind 
boaglingly massive in size. Its 
red spot, (actually a permanent 
hurricane) could itself house 
three earths 

‘We went through the thrilling 
journey with a tight knot of excite 
ment in our stomachs, There 
were moments of heart-stopping 
panic — like the time an asteroid 
came hurtling towards usin 3D! 
The space odyssey was a nail 
bitingly exciting way to learn 
about our solar system. It has 





whetted ourappetites for more. 
Thank you. Mr. Birla ! 
* Agjun. P, Chandran, aged 12 
Sishya. 
Close Encounters 


T he cosmos has always held 
the greatest fascination for 
me. For a long time I've been 
trying to learn more about our 
universe. | had an opportunity 
todo so when | visited the newly 
opened planetarium in Madras. 
The planetariumisan impress 
ive building situated in South 
Madrag, not too far from the deer 
park and the Governor's resi 
dence. Itis in the middle of a 
barren and dusty field. Arriving 
at eleven o'clock we felt the 
absence of trees. We hope that 
shady treeswill soon be planted 
Excitement mounted as we 
went inside and sat in the push 
back seats and looked up at the 
gold and ochre fabric ofa glowing 
sunset, As darkness set in, the 
stars became visible, slowly 


appearing andiilling the sky with 
their glow. The sky was clear 
except for a hazy streak — the 
Milky Way galany. Familiar zodiac 
constellations could also be spot: 
ed. But, oops! What was happen: 
ing ?It felt asf we were moving 
in space, taking a close look at 
the planets in orbit. 

‘Our space shuttle moved 
further away from earth. There 
was the familiar moon, with its 
craters and moonrocks !Thiswas 
the surface on which Neil 
Armstrong had landed in 1969. 

What was that ? Mercury ? 
Yes, that was Mercury. Pethaps 
nomanwilleverland there. The 
side facing the sun could have a 
temperature of around 1000°F, 
while the other side could be 
frozen! 

It was exhilarating to sit in the 
space shuttle and to move in 
space, close to each planet. On 
from Mercury to Venus went the 
shuttle, The carbon-di-oxide in 
the atmosphere makes life im 
possible on Venus. 

What a journey ! On from 
Venus to Mars, This little red 
planet, one tenth the size of Earth 
has an average temperature of 
about — 60°F, Verycold for all 
its fiery image | 

‘We travelled on tll we came 
to the majestic Jupiter, whose 
volume is 1400 times that of 
Earth | This giant among our 
ey has'many moons, the 

gest being Titan. Still in our 
space shuttle, we came to Saturn, 
a huge gaseous world, with a 
bulging equator, gitdled by rings 
‘ofsnowand grit. Beyond Saturn 





lay the chilly worlds of Uranus 
Neptune and Pluto. What a 
spectacular solar system we be- 
Jong to. Thud ! I came down to 
Earth rather literally | 

‘The planetarium isan exciting 
place for people of all ages to 
visit. However, it is a great pity 
that total silence could not be 
enforced on the viewers who 
chattered loudlyas the program- 
me was going on! They made it 
difficult to follow the informative 
commentary. 


* Swarna Gauri, aged 16, 


Besant Arundale Senior Secondary 
School. 
A short tourof the Solar System 





J ought the Planetarium was 
situated at the right spot, 
Many buses pass through there. 
‘When f arrived there, I was sur- 
prised to see a sophisticated 
structure, which was surrounded 
by @ park, with mind-boggling 
machines. These machine-like 
puzzles had to be operated by 
ls. They were very interesting 
and had our brains working ke 
steam engines. 

‘As we entered skytheatre we 
could feel the chill of the aircondl- 
tioning. The screen overhead lit 
up to a marvellous skyline view 





of Madras city. Then came my 
favourite part of the programme 
— a pitch dark sky lit up with 
thousands of stars. 

Weelifted off fora short tour of 
the solar system. We landed on 
the sky night-light — the moon ! 
We also landed on Mars. 

Did you know that Jupiter's 
red spot was a hurricane ? Or 
what devastation could be caused 
ifan asteroid collides with Earth? 
Did you know what Satum’s rings 
are made of ? These were just @ 
{ew of the things that learned at 
the planetarium. 

* Karthik Venkataraman, aged.14, 


‘Sri Sankara 
Senior Secondary School. 


‘The Planetarium — A Brief 
EBepor_____ 


Pre babing|s enormous and 
setin sprawling grounds. The 
children’s garden in front has 
some rather queer objects in it 
5 vers lls, gears and such 
il 

Inside the room is compact 
and impressive. The incredibly 
comfortable airplane seats pro- 
vide a suitable position to watch 
the fascinating display ofthe stars. 
‘The show lasts about half an 
hour. Though the acoustics are 
excellent it is difficult to follow 
the compere’s words. 


* Maithili Shaan Katari, aged 14, 
Sishya. 





(Our Universe is Beautiful 
i imother dropped me off at 
the planetarium on a hot 
Saturday afternoon, a worried 
look in her eyes, warning to keep 


a 





away from the sun and the local 
water. 

We explored the park outside, 
The weird gadgets positioned 
here and there seemed beyond 
explanation. Later we realised 
that they were miniature scientific 
apparatus. 

‘We soon found ourselves in a 
large circularroom. Inthe middle 
‘was the mostawesome thing that 
Thad ever seen. | think it was a 
projector. The letters GOTO 
were marked on it, 

The lights went off. Soft music 
began to play, My heart began 
tojump. A small light appeared. 
‘The sun was sinking in the west. 
All of a sudden the dome was 
transformed into the night sky. 
‘Stars were all around me, I drew 
in a sharp breath. It was the 
most beautiful sight | had ever 
seen. | could hardly hear the 
commentator's voice. 

Heft the hall ina stupor. The 
universe was a very beautiful 
place. On thewayhome began 
to feel a little sick. I realised that 
‘on seeing the night sky I had 
swallowed my bubble-gum: 


* Anupama Janardhan, aged 12, 
Sishya. 


Leam about the Planets. 
w went to the planetarium 
recently. It is a house of 
learning. You can improve your 
knowledge about the planets 
here. We went inside to listen to 
an explanation. 
‘Once the sun sets in the West, 
you can see the planets. As it 
gets darker you can see the stars. 














We went through the Milky Way 
toall the nine planets and learnt 
about them, The sun rose again 
in the East. The stars and the 
planets slowly disappeared. 
* Harsha Vyas, aged 11, 
Besant Anundale Senior Secondary 
School, 

‘Soaring into the Milky Way. 


xploring the solar system is 
presently being shown in the 


Birla Planetarium, 

We went into skytheatre an, 
took our seats. The show began. 
The city of Madras was seen. 
Between the South-west and 
North-east direction our galaxy 
the Milky Way could be found. 
We witnessed the lift off of an 
American space shuttle, We saw 
the surface of the moon on which 
twelve persons have walked so 


far. We also saw each planet as 
well as the picture of the Crab 
Nebula. Soon itwas dawn and it 
was Madras again. 

* Arvind Bala, aged 12, 

Besant Arundale Senior Secondary 


School 
~_A’go0d show | 


Yeeros onload 


jlanetarium. This isa place 
‘where you can actually see a lot 


of constellations, asteroid belts, 
planets and satellites, on a screen, 
Outside is a beautiful garden and 
some mechanisms for enjoy 
ment, In frontiea drinking water 
stand and the ticket stand. 
‘Around the programme area are 
some pictures of Mars taken from 
Viking I & Il, and of Neil 
Armstrong landing on the moon. 

When lentered the auditorium 
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the pictures, The show was good, 
If anyone has not visited the 
planetarium yet I would gladly 
tell them fo do so. 
* Shankar Sundaram, aged 11, 
‘Sri Sankara Senior Secondary School. 
The wateris free! 
[iscently sisted the Bits 
Planetarium in Kotturpuram, 
A playground with many different 
puzzles was nearby, There were 
three weights of the same mass 
that were lifted by levers, and a 
wheel that turned several other 
wheels, Unfortunately we weren't 
allowed to play there 
Aftera long wait ina long line 
we entered a lobby in which there 
was a bust of BIMBirla, The 
inside of the planetarium looked 
very sophisticated, The roof was 
abigdome, anda strange-looking 
robot stood in the middle, Seats 
were ina circle and there was a 
J immediately noted that it was | lot of fighting for middle seats. 
air-conditioned. The chairs bent ‘The programme was interest: 
‘backwards such that you could | ing. It showed us the night sky 
see the circular concave screen | and explained about stars and 
onthe ceiling, Itstarted with the | planets, their formations and 
take off of.a rocket which the | constellations, 
narrator says you are in. At first A good part was when they 
itreminded me of the three shows | showed Voyager Il approaching 
which [recently saw in the Air | Satur, However the sound track 
and Space Museum in Washing: | was too loud and not sharp, 
ton D.C,, USA. In the corridor there were inter 
‘After wie took off, ourtfirst stop | esting pictures of Neil Armstrong 
was the moon and we travelled | the planets and the Crab Nebula. 
upto Jupiter. The narrator told | We were thirsty and luckily they 
us about the red spot which isa_| supplied free drinking water. 
heawy hurricane area. Soon we s 
retumed to good old Earth in V.S. Venkatasubramony, 








time to see a new dayin Madras, aged 13, 
Sri. Sankara 
‘The star attraction was the Pe cern 


robot used for the projection of 
16 


A house of learning 


A Plenetarium sa place where 
‘we can see the movements 
of the sun, stars, planets and 
satellites, (which may take hun- 
dreds of years,) within a short 
time, There is an arrangement 
which artificially simulates the 
night sky. 

“The planetarium in Madras is 
surrounded by a beautifully land: 
scaped garden with “Do not walk 
on the grass” signs everywhere. 
(We did not obey these signs 
and got into trouble with the 
watchman !) The garden had 
interesting devices explaining 
many concepts in physics — 
pulleys, gear systems and levers 
which you could work with your 
‘own hands. 

We were called inside towatch 
the show which began with sober 
music, The most exciting part of 
the show was a journey on a 
space shuttle through our solar 
system, Unfortunately we soon 
had to come back to Madrasand 
reality. 

Tenjoyed the show very much. 
Itgave me a better understanding 
of the solar system. The special 
effects were excellent. It has 
made me want to learn more 
about astronomy. 

* Nikhil Mathew, aged 11, 
Sishya, 
A Journey into Space 
he room Iwas led into had a 
dome-shaped roof. In the 


middle of the room stood a pro- 
jector. I sat down and looked 








up. The programme began...... 

‘The sun disappeared in the 
west. Onlya reddish orange glow 
remained. Madrascitywas shown 
around the dome. The dome 


was made to look like the sky, 
full of stars. We were shown our 


galaxy, the Milky Way. 


The stars were now closer. 
On one side, three stars formed 
a triangle and on the other side 
Sagittarius was seen. 

We neared the moon. Neil 
Armstrong's voice was heard 
saying “A small step for a man 
but 2 giant leap for mankind.” 
We saw the moon's surface, We 
passed Mars too,and came across 
hundreds of asteroids between 
Mars and Jupiter, Asteroids are 
of many different sizes and range 
from a few centimeters to a few 
hundred kilometers, We passed 
the striped Jupiter and neared 
Saturn — the beauty of the solar 
system. We also saw Titan, the 
satellite of Saturn which is known, 
tohave anatmosphere. We went 
on past Uranus, Neptune and 
Pluto (No rocket has ever reach: 
edas far!) and then turned back. 


*M, Padma, aged 12, 
St. John’s English School. 


‘An awsome sight | 


walked into the dimly lit 

room and looked around 

inastonishment. The ceilingwas 

dome-shaped and a huge 

monster-like machine was in the 
centre of the room. 

‘Asour chairs swung back, soft 
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music began to play. Slowly it 
‘became louder and louder and 
with a wild crash the show began. 
A scenic picture of Madras at 
dusk, gave way to darkness as 
the sun set. Suddenly the sky 
was illuminated with stars and 
planets. You could actually hear 
the audience gasp at the awe 
some sight. 

A flashing purewhite rocket 
appeared. . The countdown 
began... three, two, one, zero 
—'we blasted off into space. It 
was so realistic it was like being 
there. An unseen voice told us 
that we were going to explore 
the solar system. Slowly, just: 
perceptibly the whole room 
seemed to rise up towards the 
ceiling. Close-ups of the plariets 
appeared. Itwasamazing to think 





that one day if the earth was 
destroyed we might have to live 
on Mars. 

The voice told us about 
‘asteroids. Pictures of dinosaurs 
and asteroids appeared. ‘The 
dust from an asteroid had shut 
off the rays of the sun and caused 
the ice age. The dinosaurs could 
not adapt to the intense cold 
and died. 

‘The ceiling once more became 
the night sky. The planets dis- 
appeared as chery-pink crept 
over the horizon. The pink gave 
way to orange and then golden 
yellow. The sun rose to take 
possession of his kingdom once 
more. 


* Amrita Narayanan, aged 13, 
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'e have in our country count- 
less number of flags — flags 


that belong to various political 
parties, castes and religions. But 
to whichever religion we belong. 
and whichever political party we 
back; ‘we are Indians. And as 
Indians we have one flag,— our 
glorious National Flag. 

Our national flag has three hori- 
zontal bands of equal proportion 
with the chakra in the centre. 
The deep saffron at the top 
symbolizes the spirit of 
renunciation and humility: the 
dark green at the bottom repre- 
sents nature — the greenery of 
the earth’ — and hence our 
relation with the soil, while the 
immaculate white colour in the 
middle symbolizes truth, simpli- 
city, and purity. At the centre of 
‘the white band is a wheel in navy 
blue. It is called the Oharma- 


chakra because it stands for 


THE) 


\ NATIONAL 
: FLAG 


the welfare of the people, 
the natural law of change and 
progress. Emperor Asoka who 
ruled India around the 3rd 
century B. C. used it as his 
symbol. 

Every Indian, must realize that 
the national flag is not merely a 
piece of cloth. It represents an 
ideal. It is an emblem ofsour 
readiness for sacrifice and 
service. Every Indian must know 
how to use and display his 
country's flag 

The ‘Flag-Code india,’ publish: 
‘ed by our central Government 
gives us directions regarding the 
correct use of the flag, 

“Display the flag only from 
sunrise to sunset; raise it briskly, 
lower it slowly and do not allow 
it to touch.the ground. Do not 
expose it to bad weather; fly 
no flag above and also on its 
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right side; never loop or festoon vehicle or display it on a float 
it; never cover a speaker's desk except flying free ona staff; do 
with it, but hang it behind him; not sew or paint the flag on 
on the memorial day, half masti clothing, furniture or the like; 
the flag only until noon; on a never use it in advertising and 
casket, the flag may be draped when it is worn out or faded, do 
over the honoured dead; but it not throw it away, but burn it.” 
mustnot beloweredinto thegrave: 
never drape the flag across the —P. Raj 


























‘ouwill come to my show, won't 
YY you daddy?" asked Kalpana. 
“No excuses this time?” Kalpana’s, 
father Dr. Basu was a very busy 
man. He was an excellent doctor, 
and often got called away from 
home on emergencies. Kalpana was 
his only daughter. She was nearly 
fourteen years old. 

Todaywas aig day for Kalpana. 
She was Going to give a dance 
programme tonight. So many 
people would come to watch her. 
She was very excited, She wanted 
both her parents to be there. 

“Nothing will keep me away, 
sweet heart!” replied Dr, Basu. He 
looked rather tired this morning. 
There had been a call late in the 
night and the busy doctor had 
returned only in the early hours of 
the morning. “I'm going to rest 
today. I'l be right on time for the 
show. | can hardly wait.” 

“You always say that, daddy. 1 
know you mean well; butts awfully 
important to me that you come,” 
said Kalpana. “Iknow that, Kalpana! 
I will come,” said her father re- 

assuringly. 
| Kalpana was really fond of her 
father, but very often shewas angry 
with him, He couldn't spend much 
time with her. Itwas dificult for her 
to accept the demands of his 
profession, He had never attended 
any of her programmes in school. 
Only her mother would be in the 
audience. Even when she had got 
the Best student prize last year she 
had looked for him in vain. The 
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seat next to her mother would 
always be empty. 


alpana set off to the auditorium, 
Kobraht and eary. She had to get 
ready for the show. Before she left 
she ran to where her father sat, 
relaxingwith a book for once. “Don't 
forget, daddy! I'l be waiting for 
you, she said. “Iilbe there darling. All 
the best!” said the doctor. 

The doctor had just come in after 
waving goodbye to Kalpana and 
her mother when the phone rang, 
Dr. Basu’s heart sank. He hoped it 
wasn’t another emergency. He 
could never explain this to Kalpana. 

“Dr. Basu? There has been an 
accident...” The doctor sighed. 
“Tl be there shortly,” he said. 


Kiteana stuck her head around 
theredvelvet curtains. “t'snearly 
half past sixsmummy. Why isn't he 
here yet?" she asked. 


“1 don’t know, Kalpana, but 
asking me over and over again isn’t 
going to help. Pull yourself together 
at once,” said Mrs. Basu sharply. 
“Stop peeping through the curtains 
like that. People have begun to 
arrive. Go into the green room and 
help your friends get ready.” 
Kalpana reluctantly went back 
to the green room. Why, why, why 
hadn't her father come? She was 
30 angry with him, After all he had 
promised! She choked back her 
tears. The show was about to start. 
She couldn't smear her face now... 





The applause was deafening, 
Everyone who had watched, told 
Kalpana that she had danced beauti- 
fully, but Kalpana didn't look pleased 
atall.Atthe end of the show she had 
noted that the seat next to her mother 
was empty. She could scarcely 
contain her disappointment. 


Itwas quite latewhen Kalpana 

















‘and her mother drove home. 
Kalpana was openly crying now. 
‘Theywere speeding alongsmoothly 
when suddenly they heard a terrile 
crash, Shouts and screams rent the 
air. There was a grinding sound of 
metal. They turned a comer and 
saw what had happened. 

A bus tried to rush across an 
unmanned railway crossing and had 
been hit by a train, It was a terrible 


sight. So many people seemed. 


injured. The screams and wails grew 
louder. 

Kalpana and Mrs. Basu got out 
of the car to see if they could help. 
Within a few minutes however they 
heard the sirens of the approaching 
police jeeps. An ambulance follow: 
ed close behind with the red light 
flashing. 

The railway officials and police- 





men diverted the traffic. Mrs. Bast 
and Kalpana had to get back in 
their car and leave, but neither 
Kalpana nor her mother, could ever 
forget they had seen. 

“wish I could help those people 
mummy," said Kalpana. “I wish 
was a doctor and knew how to 
help them. Did you see that small 
baby? Itwas so awful. | felt so help. 
less!” 

“Yes, Kalpana. t's a wonderful 
thing to be able to help people. 
Being a doctoris awonderful thing, 
but poor doctors have a bad time 
sometimes. A doctor's family always 
resents his work,” replied Mrs. Basu, 
“Even you don't like it when your 
father neglects you, isn’t it?” 
Kalpana was silent, Her eyebrows 
closed in a frown, She seemed lost 
in thought. Mrs. Basu smiled... 


hen Dr. Basu drove home, it 
was nearly one o'clock in the 

morning, He was exhausted, He 
lwas also terribly sorry to have 
missed Kalpana’s programme. He 
was sure she'd never forgive him. 
When he turned into his lane he 
was rather surprised to see the lights 
on. The door opened and Kalpana 
ran out sobbing, Dr, Basu got out 
of the car and,ran to her. She 
threw her arms around her father. 
“Don't ery’ Kalpana, I'm terribly 
sorry. You see....." “No, no, no, 
daddy, I'm the one who's sorry. | 
never realized that you were so 
noble...” Kalpana hugged her father 
and told him all she'd seen 

“| didn’t understand before, 
daddy, but I'm grown up now. Ill 
never put myself before your 
patients again” she said penitently. 
"1 think you're the best daddy in 
the world.” 


Dr, Basu laughed. “I'm glad you 
think so sweetheart. | love you a 
great deal.” His face grew grave, 
“I'm happy you're so sensitive to 
the suffering of humanity Kalpana. 
Perhaps you can serve them some 
day. There is so much suffering in 
the world, But you don'thave tobea 
doctor to help others, darlin 

Kalpana truly listened to her 
father for the first time, He was 
lsuch a wise man. She felt proud of 
him. She took his arm. Her father 
realized with a start that they were 
still outside, With a new understand: 
ing between them father and 
daughter disappeared into the 
house. 
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Dear Readers, ay 
Let me fires. thank all of you for your enthusiastic 
response. I have really eryqved reading your lewers, 
‘Your questions covered a wide range of subjecte, 1 
have picked out only a few of the questions I've reoetved, 
‘aa it 1s impossible for me answer all of tem owing to 





paucity of space, Those of you whose questions don't 
appear in the following pages, musn'tbe disappointed. 
Tiluy and accomodate them another ume. 

Ido hope you will continue to send me questions, 
which I can answer for you. You must not forget to 
send your age, My address — 


Looking forward to hearing from you. 


Aunty Leela 
Golulam 

. Guindy 
Madras = 600 032 


* Your friend, 


faa Be 








Who invented the motor-car? 
R. Namasivayam, Pondicherry. 


Unlike other inventions, (the 
telephone, television. electric 
bulb) it is difficult to attribute 
the original idea of a motor-car 
to one single person. Many great 
‘men have toyed with the idea of 
a self-propelled passenger 


vehicle. 

However most people agree 
that the first true automobile was 
constructed by Nicolas-Joseph 
Cugnot of Lorraine, France. 
Cugnot's vehicle looked nothing 
like the motor-car in the picture, 
that we are familiar with today. 
It looked more like a huge. heavy. 


85 


tricycle. Built in 1769, it was 
propelled by steam-power, It ran 
for twenty minutes at a speed 
‘of 2.25 miles per hour, It could 


carry four passengers. If you 
ever travel to Paris you can see 
a replica of this vehicle in the 
Conservatoire des Arts et Metiers 
in Paris: 





What is the difference between 
a discovery and an invention? 


So many of you have asked 
me this question, that | thought | 
should answer it first. The 
difference is a very important 
one. 

The word ‘discover’ means to 
find, That Implies that what a 
person discovers already exists. 
For example Sir - Alexander 
Fleming discovered penicillin. It 
already existed but no one knew 
that it did. Similarly atoms have 
always existed, however atomic 
energy was discovered only in 
the twentieth century. 

The word ‘invent’ means to 
create or construct something 
by original thought. Thomas Alva 
Edison invented the electric bulb, 
and Alexander Graham Bell 
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invented the telephone. 

These two terms are often 
confused. This is because both 
discoveries and inventions affect 
‘our lives and change our way of 
life, Penicillin revolutionized the 
treatment of war wounds, and 
the motor car changed our trans: 
portation system once and for 
all 


Which country prepared ink 
first? How is it prepared now? 
S. Rajeswai 

Ponneri. 








Writing inks were first used 
around 2500 BC! They were 
‘made in Egypt and China. 

Have you seen an oil lamp 
burn? It leaves a black residue, 
This lamp black was mixed with 
glue and moulded into sticks and 
dried. A crude crayon was the 
result. This crayon was dipped 
in water and used for writing, 

Over the years a mixture of a 
soluble salt iron with an extract 
‘of tannin was used. So were 
many naturally coloured juices 


like sepia, cochineal and indigo. 

Modern inks contain ferrous 
sulphate with a small amount of 
mineral organic acid, Coloured 
inks and washable inks also 
contain soluble synthetic dyes. 
Ink preparation has become very 
sophisticated. You can write on 
almost any surface today — be 
it rock, wood, metal or paper. 


My house is on the seashore. 

During the daytime the waves 

are far from the shore but close 
at night. Why? 

S. Manikandan, 

Pondicherry 





For centuries people have tried 
to understand this phenomenon. 
Along sea‘coasts the world over, 
the sea level rises and then falls, 
either once or twice a day. 
When the sea-level is at it’s 
highest we call it high tide. 
When it is farthest away we call 
it ow tide. Usually the interval 
betwegn two high tides is about 
twelve hours. 

According to Newton, tides 
are caused due to the strong 
gravitational attraction between 
‘the Earth and the Moon. In very 
simple terms the waters of the 


ocean yield to this gravitational 
pull and try and move towards 
it in the direction of its path. 
The Moon circles the Earth so 
tides occur on sea-coasts all over 
the world in a cyclic pattern. 

So next time you're jogging 
on the seashore you'll know the 
reason why the water is so far 
away or so close! 


Soaps are of so many different 
Why is lather always 





Mani Sundaram, 
Madras. 


Usually household soaps are 
made by boiling fats or oils with 
water and a mixture of caustic 
soda and potash, Synthetic dye 
‘of the chosen colour and the 
chosen perfume are added. The 
boiled soap is cooled and made 
into the familiar soap we see in 
‘our homes, 


Have you ever used water 
colours. Try this experiment 
Take a mug of water, and put 
a small dcop of paint in it. If you 
mix it well, the colour will 
disappear completely leaving the 
water clear. 


‘What do we do when we use 
soap? We take the bar and wet 
it, As we rub the soap, some of 
it mixes with the water to form 
@ bubbly lather. No colour is 
seen, because only a very small 
quantity of the dye has been 
mixed with the water. 


When and where was Mr. Lenin 
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born? Who were his parents? 


M. Venkatesamoorthy, 
Madras. 


Lenin's mother was the 
daughter of a physician. His 
father Ulyanov was the son of a 
serf, Mr. Ulyanov became a 
school teacher and later an in- 
spector of schools. 















\Viadimir ich Ulyanov (he took 
the pseudonym Lenin in 1901) 
was born on the 22nd of April 
1870, in Simbirsk. His family 
was a close-knit one and young 
Vladimir was the third of six 
children. Lenin's birth place 
Simbirsk has now been renamed 
Ulyanovsk 

Lenin has been called the most 
significant political leader of this 
century. He became a militant 
Marxist, founded the Russian 
Communist Party and led the 
Bolshevik Revolution in Russia 


Do living things exist on Mars? 
C. Naresh, 
Arakkonam. 


It would be exciting if we had 
neighbours in Mars, wouldn't it? 
Untilthe early partof thetwentieth 
century many people believed 
that there were Martians. An 
Italian astronomer called Giovanni 
Schiaparelli (1835 — 1910) had 
told the world that there were 
intelligent beings on Mars and 
that they had built canals! 

However the first space 
probes reached Mars in the sixties 
and seventies and proved once 
and for all that there is absolutely 
no evidence of life on Mars. 

tf you'd like to know. more 
about our solar system perhaps 
you could visit a planetatium like 
our young reporters. Do turn to. 
page 70 for an account of their 
experience. 


“This dear litle girl dressed up inall her 
finery looks just like Radha. After all 
Gokalam, isthe placewhere Sri Krishna 
‘grew up. What better place to wait for 
hhim, than on our cover ? 

Photo : Yoaa| 


Tnone of the races at the Olym- 
pic Games those taking part have 
to run for several miles without 
stopping. This very long race is 
called the Marathon, and here is a 
story that tells-you why. 

‘The two most famous cities in 
Greece were called Athens and 
Sparta. At that time there was a 
race of mighty warriors called 
Persians, who lived on the other 
side of the sea round Greece. The 








decided to try to 
‘conquer Greece. So he came across 
the sea in a great fleet of ships and 
with thousands of men and 
weapons of war. The first impor- 
tant city that the Persians came 
‘near was Athens. When the Atheni- 
ans heard that the Persians were 
near they got their army together 
and went out to fight them at a 
place called Marathon, which was 
not far from Athens. 
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The leader of the Athenians 
knew that he would have a hard 
fight against the Persians, and he 
sent messengers to other Greek 
Cities to ask for their help. In those 
days the only way tosend amessage 
was by arunner, for there were no 
roads like ours, no railways or 
‘motorcars, no post offices ortele- 
grams, no telephones or wireless, 

‘One of these messengers was sent 
to Sparta, which was many miles 
away, He had to go all alone on 
thisterrible journey. Hee had only 
himself to depend on, and only 
his legs and feet to help him along, 
for there were no carts or lorries 
togive him a lift, Most of the way 
there were not even roads, So he 
ran and ran across the open coun- 
try until at asthe arrived at Sparta. 
‘When he had delivered his mess- 





age, he ran back to Marathon and 
joined his comrades in the battle, 
It was some time before the 
Spartans could reach Marathon, and 
when they arrived the Athenians 
had already won the battle, Asthe 
‘men of Athens drove the Persians 
back, the runner set off once more. 


| This time it was to Athens to tell 


his fellow townsmen the glad news, 
‘When he reached the city, he 
was so worn out with his running 
and fighting that he only just had 
strength enough to give his mes- 
sage. "Rejoice! We conquer,” he 
sgesped, and fell back and died, 


So a great runner helped his 
country. Ifyou eversee a Marathon 
Race, remember the brave Atheni- 
an who ran the first Marathon hun- 
dreds of yeurs ago. 








Z tagyeple 


Kamagse) suwnnel, 


Jewas always Kajal... Kajal. 
Kajal..! I was so fed up with her 
name. Papa andMamawere aways 
telling me how good she was, how 
kind, how hardworking, how 
absolutely cute! [had had enough. 
I think little sisters are absolute 
nuisances. 


++ It all began when Papa's friend 
Dr. Singh went abroad. He hadn't 
wanted to carry his expensive 
camera with him, and had left it 
with Papa. Such a wonderful 
cameya | It had an inbuilt flash 
which would come on by itself if 
the light was poor. It could also 


1 


B look nice’ 


focus automatically. It seemed to 
me that the camera could think 


like a person! Df, Singh had told 
Papa to finish the film that was left 
in the camera, and keep it safe 
until he returned to India. 

Four photographs ! | was so 
excited, That night, my eyeswouldn't 
close. | kept thinking how smart | 
‘was going to look posing for a photo: 
graph in my new jeans. Perhaps 
Harsha would lend me his rifle. | 
would look just like a cowboy. 


hen I woke up the sun was 
shining brightly through the 


Happy birthday to you... Happy 
°F virthday..” It wasn't my birthday, 
was it. "Dear Kajal!” Oh yes, it 
was herbirthday. Lhad forgotten. | 
could hear her giggling. Girlswere 
so silly! 

I jumped out of bed and rushed 
to Kajal’s room. She was trying on 
afrilly frock, A new salwar-kameez 
lay on the bed, There was another 
wrapped gift lyingon her table, Papa 
and Mama were still singing and 
clapping their hands loudly. 
“Gautam, see my new frock!" said 
Kajal dancing upto me. “Don't | 
twas her birthday, "Very 
nice!" Isald, "Happy birthday, Kajal.” 
eft the room, quite disgusted 

Alter breakfast, Papa asked me 
to bring Kajal out onto our big 
terrace. "We must get that roll 
finished today. Ask Kajal to wear 
her new clothes,” he said. 

hall | change, too?” | asked 
eagerly, “No, why should you" 
asked Papain a puzzled voice, “You 
look allright 

“But Papa, aren't you going to 
take a photograph of me too ?” 1 
asked. Papa laughed. “Oh, that's 
what you meant, No Gautam, I'm 
not going to take pictures of you 
today, Just run up and fetch Kajal.” 
Just then, Mama came out onto 
the terrace, with Kajal. Kajal was 

dressed in her pretty new frock. 1 
suddenly couldn't swallow the lump 
in my throat. Why couldn't Papa 
take a picture of me too ? | rushed 
down the stairs, and fled into the 
garden. | was so angry with every: 
one. They all hated me. Mama and 





Papa loved only Kajal. 


Iran down to the farthest comer 
of the garden where my favourite 
treestood, | climbed up the familiar 
branches and sat down in a shady 
nook. As | felt the soft breeze blow 
through my hair, I felt better, though 
my eyes still hurt from holding back 
my tears. 

| could See the terrace from my 
perch, Kajal was posing with her 
favourite doll Tina. Even that stupid 
Tina was in the photograph. They 
didn't hate her! Whrrr. 

Kajal ran off into 
Mama and Papa sat talking on the 
terrace. Aftera while, mama also 
disappeared into the house. 1 sat 
‘on my tree and thought my black 
thoughts. 

‘After what seemed hours. Kajal 
reappeared dressed in her salwar 
kameez. | was glad that the photo: 
graphs were only black and white. | 
Was also secretly ashamed of my 
mean thoughts. Whrrr..... click ! 

Kajal disappeared again. theard 
the gate open. “Kajal!” I knew that 
voice. It was Aarti, Kajal’s friend. 
She was silly too! She and Kajal 
‘giggled all the time. Mama came 
out onto the terrace. She seemed 
delighted to see Aarti. No-one hated 
her! When Kajalwas ready she came 
running out. She saw Aarti and 
ppulled her along, Shesaid something 
to Papa who smiled and nodded. 

- Then the two of them stood against 
the wall. Whrrr... click! 


Thad had enough. I climbed down 
from my perch on the tree and ran 
up quietly to my room. I heard 











Mama calling me for lunch but | 
didn't answer. | tried to read but 
really couldn't. | was thirsty, | crept 
down the stairs as softly as I could... 

“You really shouldn't have told 
him that you weren't going to take 
his picture!” Mama was saying to 
Papa, “He's so upset, He hasn't 
eaten any lunch,” 

“He has to grow up sometime !" 
said Papa. “He has to leam to give 
in to his little sister. He musn't be 
jealous when he knows we love 
them both equally.” 

“Gautam is just a small boy. You 
can't expect him to understand 
that!” said Mama. 

“Anyway he is your favourite. 
After all that you said to him, you 
did take his picture !" said Mama, 

Papa laughed, "How angry he 
looked, sitting there on that tree! 
He thought I hadn't noticed him, 
but | got a really good shot of him. 
May be I'll send it to that photo 
‘competition I was telling you about, 
The shots of Kajal are allright but 
the one of Gautam is sure to have 
‘come out very well as it wasn't 
planned! 

felt about two inches high when 
Theard this copversation I was also 
secretly pleased and rather excited, 
that papa planned to send my 
picture to the competition. I crept 
‘uptomyroom again, thirst forgotten. 

Kajal is rather cute. Afterall she's 
conlya child. Mama and Papa have 
got to show her that they love her. | 
know they love me.:... love them 
too. Still lam very happy thatPapa 
did take a photograph of me as. 
well, Photos: Yoga 
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We use words all the time, but 
each time we use a word we use it 
differently ; we use old words in 
new ways ; we shorten words to 
suit ourconvenience ;we even coin 
our own words when we can’t find 
one to express our thoughts. That 
is why people who have studied 
language have called it a living 
organism, A language grows, 
develops, evolves and changes all 
the time. Let's try and find out 
how some words came into being. 
The oldest way words were form- 
ed was possibly through imitation 
of other sounds. Words like splash, 
cluck, click, buzz, pop, bang, chirp 
orbuzz possibly came into existence 
because they tried to imitate extemal 





noises. This process is called 
‘onomatopoeia, 

When we speak very fast it's 
difficult to seperate the words from 
each other. Very often ‘that's tough’ 
becomes ‘that stuff, science and 
arts’ becomes ‘science and darts’, 
‘keeps ticking’ becomes ‘keep stick: 
ing’ ‘ice cream’ becomes ‘I scream’ 
and ‘an ice cake’ becomes ‘a nice 
cake...” there must be many more 
examples, 

‘Sometimes an incorrectly split 
word just stays that way. In ancient 
times in England, they used the 
term an ekename — meaning an 
added or substituted name. (Eke 
really meant also). Slowly the ‘n’ 
came tobe attached to the second 
word soa nick namewas the result! 

Similarly the word orange came 
into English from the Arabic word 
for orange. ‘How was that’, you 
might ask. Well, the word came 
into English as norange, an 
anglicized form of the Arabic word. 
Ina short course of time, a norange 
was split as an orange! An orange 
tetains it's ‘n’ in most European 
languages — naranja (Spanish), 
naranca (Serbian), —_narancs 
(Hungarian). We call an orange 
narangi (Hindi), and naranji 
(Persian) as well. 





Alll of you have heard of an 
umpire. This word was originally 
umpire an anglicised form of the 
French word non pair, (meaning 
unequalled). Just like the orange 
the numpire lost it's ‘n’ to the 

lingaricle ‘a’ and became: 
anumpire. Thisis true of the words 
apronand adderas well. Thiskind 
‘of word formation which occurs 
due to incorrect splitting or ‘re- 
analysis’ of a word is called 
metanalysis. Doing on 
‘one’s coat has become donning 
the cost and taking it off (do off 
has become doffing the coat. The 
word hocus-pocus gave us hoax 
and the word nincompoop comes 
tous from the Latin expression nin 
compos mentis which means not 
‘of sound mind. 

Words which are formed bycom- 
bining part of one word with part 
of another in order to convey the 
ideasbehind both words are called 
portmanteau words. 

Lewis Carroll used the word 
galumph (gallop + triumph) to 
‘suggest galloping in triumph. The 
term was never adopted seriously 
in the English language, but there 
are many, many words formed in 
this way which are now part of our 
vocabulary. Here are some 
examples: 

Tragi—comedy (tragedy + 
comedy), melodrama (melody + 
drama), brunch (breakfast + lunch), 
rodiogram (radio + gramophone), 
electrocute (electric + execute), 
comintern (communist + inter- 
national), smog (smoke + fog) — 
these are buta few. Whydon'tyou 
try and list all the portmanteau 
‘words you know. 
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I1of you must have noticed that, we 
‘carried a picture of the famous 
American novelist Ernest Miller 
Hemingway on the back inside cover of 
the July issue of Gokulam. Gokulam will 
bbring you the portraits of eminent people 
whose birthdays fall that month. 
mest Hemingway's father was a doctor. 
lived in a small suburb of 
lemingway was the second of 





six children, 

‘When he was eighteen he joined a 
newspaper as a cub reporter. The very 
next year he volunteered to work as an 
‘ambulance driver on the Italian Front, 2 
dangerous.job, He was wounded badly 
and was awarded two medals. 


In 1924, he decided to devote himself 
to fiction, ‘Many of his own experiences 
are reflected in his works. A Farewell to 
‘Arms and For Whom the Bell Tolls are 
‘wo of his famous novels. 

Recognition of his position among 
modern novelists ame in 1954, when he 
‘was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature 





riAurobindowasa great yog:. Hewas 

'born in Calcutta but, spent fourteen 
years in England. When he returned to 
India he became the head of Calcutta 
National College. 

He was actively involved in the National 
Movement. He was amested and sentenced 
to imprisonment in Alipore jail He spent 
the long hours in prison, in prayer and 
meditation. 

‘When hewas released, Aurobindo wrote 
commentaries on great Sanskrit works 





like the Bhagavad Gita. Gradually he 
tumed inwards, searching his own soul 
for the meaning of life. He started a 
journal called Avya in the year 1910, 
through which he tried to awaken the’ 
spin of Indiain the hearts ofthe Indians, 
Today, people from all over the world 
travel to tovisit the Aurobindo 
Ashram, Like the founder allthe inmates 
believe in the punty of the human souf. 


exander Fleming was a famous British 
acteriologist. 

‘When he was twenty, he became an 
‘assistant in the Inoculation Department 
‘of St. Many’ in London. He worked with 
Almroth Wright who was famous for his 
discovery of an antityphoid vaccine, 

Fleming discovered lysozyme was a 
powerful natural antiseptic. He found 
that it was produced in many parts of the 
body, especially tears 

‘Stxyears later Fleming found that some 
‘germ-cultures he had been working on 
had gone mould y. He examined it 
carefully before throwing it away. The 
‘germs around ithad been destroyed. He 
hhad discovered penicilin — a fantast 
‘powerful germ killer, which was harmless 
to the body's defenses. 

Recognition came much later after 
penicillin was concentrated into a drug 
by a team of scientists led by Howard 
Florey and EB. Chain. Alexander Fleming 
was knighted in 1944 and awarded the 
[Nobel Prize for medicine jointh wth Florey 
‘and Chainin 1945. 
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